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THE 

:: O M P L A I N T. 



NIGHT THE FIRST. 

O N 

IFE, DEATH, AND 1M\10RTALITY. 

T O 

'HE RIGHT HON. ARTHUR ONSLOW, 

SPEAKER OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

rlR'D Nature's fwcct rcflorcr, h.ilmy Sleep! 
He, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
Vherc Fortune rinilesj the wretched he forfukcs; 
iwitt on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
Ind lights on lids unfullied with a tear. 5 

From /hort (as uf'ual) and'diihubM rcpofe, 
wake : HoW happy they, who wake no more I 
(tt that were vain, if dreams infcll the gra\e. 
wake, emerging from a feaof dreams 
Pumultucms j where my wieckMdefponding tliought, i^ 
horn wave to wave oi fancied mifcry, 

B * At 



funliune to the colour ot my tate. 
Nigbt^ fable goddefs ! from her ebon t 

raylcfs majefty, now ftretches forth 
er leaden fccptre o'er a llumbering worl 
lence, how dead ! and darknefs, how ] 
ar eye, nor liftening ear, an objedV fine 

eation fleeps. 'Tis as the general pnl 
f life ftood itill, and nature made a pa 
n awful paufe ! prophetic of her end. 
nd let her prophecy be foon fulfilTd j 
ite ! drop the curtain ; I can lofe no nr 
Silence and Darknefs ! iblemn fillers ! 
•om ancient Night, who nurfc the tend 
o Keafon, and on Reafon build Refol'vi 
That column of* true majcfty in man) 
flift me : I will thank you iii the grave 
he giave, your kingdom : There this i 

viAim facred to your dreary flu'ine. 



THE COMPLAINT, Night I. 5 

y foul, which flies to Thee, her tnift, her ti-eafure, 
s mifers to their gold, while others reft. 
Through this opaque of Nature , and of Soul^ 
lis double night, tranfmit one pitying ray, 
> lighten, and to chear. O lead my ipind, 45 

L mind |hat fain would wander from its woe) 
ad it through various fcenes of L\fe and Death \ 
id from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire, 
>r lefs infpire my Condudy than my Song \ 
:ach my bed rcaibn, reafon \ my beft will 50 

rach reflitude; and fix my fii*m refolve 
ifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear t*^ 
>r let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
1 this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 
The bell ftrikcs One. We take no note of time 55 
It from its lols. To give it then a tongue, 
wife in man. As if an angel I'poke, 
'eel the folemn found. If heard aright, 
is the knell of my departed hours : * 

h|re are they ? With the years beyond the flood. 60 
it thtjSgnal that demands difpatch : 
>w much is to be done ? My hopes and feai;i 
irt up alarm'd, and o'er lifc*s narrow verge 
lok down— On what ? a fathomlefs abyfs ; 
dread eternity ! ho^v furely mine I 65 

id can eternity belong to me, 
or penfioner on the bounties of an hour ? 
How poor, how rich, how abjc6>, how auguft, 
)w complicate, how wonderful, is man 1 
)w pafTi^ ^nder He, who made him fuch I 70 

* B 3 Who 



»am ethereal, fully 'd, and abiorpt i 
lUgh fully'd and difhonour'd, (Hll ^n 
I miniature of greatnefs abfolute ! 
heir of glory ! a frail child of duft ! 
pUfs immortal ! infqft infinite .' 
^orm ! a god ! — I ti*emble at rayfelf, 

in m^elf am loft ! at home a ftrang 
lought wanders up and down, furpriz' 
id wondering at her o^ivn: How reafoi 
what a miracle to man is man, 
riumphantly diftrcfs'd ! what Joy, wha 
.Iternately tranfported, and alarmM ! 
i^hat can preferve my life ! or what de 
kn lingers arm can't fnatch me from tl 
regions of angels can't confine me the 
'Tis^^ft conje6lure; all things rife i 
ijniile o>r my limbs y7«r^V foft domin' 
»Vhat though my'foul funtaftic meafur 



THE-CbMPLAINT, Nickt I. 7 

Aftivc, aerial, towering, unconfinM, 

Unfettered with her grofs companioni fall. 

£v^n fllent night proclaims my foul immortal i 

Ev'n fllent night proclaims eternal day. 

For human weal, heaven hufbands all events ; 105 

Dull Heep inilru6>8, nor iport vain dreams in vain. 

Why then tbeir lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wanders wretched tliought tlicir tombs around. 
In infidel diftrcfs ? Are Jugeij there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, ethereal fire ? no 

They live I they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, uiJconceiv'd j and from an eye 
Of tendernei let heavenly pity fall 
On me, itfore juftly numbered with the dead. 
This is the defait, this the folitude t 115 

How populous, how vital, is the grave ! 
This is creation's melancholy vault. 
The vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom; 
The land of apparitions, empty fliades ! 
All, all on earth, is ShaJozv, all beyond uo 

Is Suhjiance\ the i-evcrfe is folly's creed : 
How folid all, where change fliall be no more ! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veftibule; 
Lifers theatre as yet is fhut, and death, 125 

Strong death, alon^^can heave the niafly bar, 
This grofs impediment of clay remove, 
And make us embryos of cxl/tencc free. 
From real life, but little jnurc remote 
Is ke, not yet a candidate for light, ^'\^ 

B 4. 1 he 



w«.w>uai iiupcs witnout one f; 

Prifoner of earth, and pent bencati 
Here pinions all his wiihes \ wing\ 
To fly at infinite j and reach it thci 
V/htrt ferapbs gather immortality, 
On life's fair tree, faft by the throi 
What golden joys ambroiial clufteri 
In His full beam, and ripen for th 
Where momentary ages are no raon 
Where time, and pain, and chance, an 
And is it in the flight of threefcore ) 
To pufli eternity from human thoug 
And fmother fouls immortal in the d 
A foul immortal, fpending all her fii 
Wafting her fti'ength in ftrenuous idl 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd or ala 
At ought this fcene can threaten or i 
Refembles ocean into tempeft wrough 
To waft a fpat^A- -- *- -> 



THE COMPLAINT, Night I. 9 

foft conciitof^iidlcrt comfort bere^ 

t put forth her wingy to reach the fkiei t 

it-vifions may befriend (at fung above) 1 

making dream « are fatal, H^w I dreamt 

ngs im)>oflible I (Could fleep do more }) 165 

8 perpetual in perpetual change I 

}lc pleafures on the tofHng wave ! 

I Amfhine in the ftorms of life ! 

ichly were my noon-tide trances hung 

;;orgrou8 tapeftries of pi6turM joyi I 170 

liind joy, in endlefs perfpc^ive I 

death's toll, whofe rtftleft iron tongue 
laily for his millions at a meal, 
g I woke, and found myfelf undone. 

now my phrcnzy's |>ompous furniture ? 175 
Invtb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
uldcriiig mud, is royalty to me ! 
ider's moft attenuated thread 
, is cable, to man's tender tie 
thly blifs} it breaks at every breeze. 180 

! blcft fcenes of permanent delight ! 
ibove meafure t lading, beyond bound t 
etuity of blifs is blifs. 
you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end, 
haftly thought would drink up all your joy, 185 
jite unparadife the realms of light. 
f you lodged above thcfc rolling fphcres| 
.leful influence of whofe giddy dance 
'a4 vidiTitude on all beneath, 
ems with revolutions every hour \ 190 

And 



fatrcft YtUxym €ff fubluurjr bHTs. 

»iM:it trcaAfii to di*ine decree ! 
MyM m^%(tf>rk iA tbe ngkts cf kcavtii \ 
afp d the fyiuntcymsy aod I fc»i>r»ri rii«n 
tad I weigh' d it ere nvy foad eicbrace ! 
bat darts c^ a^ony had mi>»'d my heai 
Death \ great (^opnetor of all \ ii% tbi 
» trea^l cmt empire, and to qneiich the 
le Am htmfdf by thy permifLon fiiines 
rul, one day, thciu foalt pluck blm fi 
mid fuch mighty piuiuler, why ezhaui 
by partial cjuivtr on a mark ib mean ? 
^ by thy peculiar rancour wreaked on « 
tfatiate archer \ could not o/r^ fu (Ece > 
by (baft flew //6r/f ^ ; and thria my p« 
tftd thrice, thrice yon moon bad fi 



IE COMPLAINT, Nicht I. it 

^ vary'cl poihire, place, and hour, 
)W*d every thought of every joy ! 

bufy thought I too bufy for my peace ! 
the dark poftem of time long elaps'd, 
, by the (iillnefs of the night, %t$ 

a murderer, (and fuch it proves t) 4 ., „ 
retched r9vcf 1) o'er the pleaHng ^%n 
f wrctchcdnefi pervefely ftrayt j 
I all defart miv } and meets the ghoftt 
parted joys j a numerous train 1 130 

riches of my former fate ; 
jfort'd blaftcd clufters I lament | 
at the blcflings once fo dear j 
f pIcuAire pains me to the heart, 
y complain ? or why complain for one } %\% 
t the fun his luHre but for me, 

man ? Are angels all befide ? 
or millions t 'Tis the common lot> 
ipc, or in that^ has fate entaiPd 
icr*s throes on all of woman bom, 140 

the children, than fure heirs, of pain, 
i'uminr, Pcft, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
)roil8, OppreJJioHi with her heart 

in triple brafs, befiege mankind, 
i^c (liiinhcritcd of day, 245 

ng'd in mines, forgets a fun was made, 
ings deathlcfs as their haughty lord, 
acr'd to the galling Qa( for life \ 
r tlie wiiiler*8 wave, and reap defpairt 

kard mailcrn, broken uoder ann^i S5^ ^ 

la 



nr ijiii^ uQjfiiau cjccc iqeir aeaa ! 

vxX. numbei-s (p-oan for fad admiflion tht 
lat numbers, once in fortune* s lap high 
icit the cold hand of charity ! 
fhock us more, follcit it in vain ! 
filk.cn fons oi plcafure I fince in pains 
1 rue more modifh vifits, vifit here, 
d breathe from your debauch : givey a; 
icifs dominion o'er you : but fo great 
ir impudence, you blufh at what is rigl 
[appy ! did forrow feize on fuch alone. 
prudence can defend, or ^virtue fave j 
•afe invades the chafteft temperance j 
1 punishment the guiltlefs ; and alami, 
ough thickeft (hades, purfues the fond 
I's caution often Into danger turns j 
1 his guard, falling, cruflies him to dei 
bappinefs itfelf makes good her name j 



IE COMPLAINT, Night I. 1$ 

t hoftilitiesy without a foe t 
oet wanting to the beft on earth, 
ift is the lift of human ills, 
I might fooner fail, than caufe to figh* 
how fmall of the terraqueous globe tij 

rd by man I the reft a nuaftt^ 
efarts, frozen feas, and burning fands t 
ints of monfters, poifons, ftings, and death* 
u*th*s melancholy map I but, far 
! this earth is a true map of man. 190 

ed are its haughty lordU delights 
wide empire ; whei-e deep tnublis tofSf 
otos howl, invcnom'd fajfions bite, 
calamities our vitals feize, 
ixzxiwigfatt wide opens to devour. %^^ 

hen am I, who (brrow for my f tiff 
1 infancy, from others* aid 
hope } to teach us to be kind. 
\\x€%firfly lafl Icflbn to mankind } 
h heart deferves the pain it feels. 300 

crous forrow, while it fmks, exalts \ 
cious virtue mitigates the pang, 
e, more than prudenct^ bids me give 
)ught zfecond channel \ who divide, 
ikcn too, the tontnt of their grief. 305 

1, O World! thy much-indebted tear* 
a fight is human hcippinefA, 
whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour I 
whatever thou art, virhore heart exults I 
thou I Uvould congratulaie thy fate ? 310 

I know 



w, fmilcr I at thy peril art tnou picas « 
plcal'urc is the promifc of thy pain. 
Wuncy like a creditor ^-verc, 
riles in demand for her delay j 
makes a fcourgc of paft in-olpcrity, 
fting thee more, and double thy diih-efs 
.orenw, fortune makes her court to thct 
y fond heart dances, while the Syren fini 
[r is thy weliaie j think me not unkmd ; 
rould not damp, but to fccure thy joys, 
ink not Xhztjear is facrcd to the ftorm i 
.nd on ihy gu.ud againll t\^c fmilcs^ of fa 
heaven tremendous in its fiwns? Moft 
id in its favours formidable too : 
\ favours here are trials, not rewards •, 
cull to duty, not dilchai-gc from care j 
nd (hould alarm us, full as much as wc 
wake us to their catife and confiquenct \ 

.1-1.. ..^:rt.l.\1 \ti\t\\ rtiii 



THR COMPLAINT, Night I. 15 

Beware what earth calls happincfs ; beware 

AH joys, but joys that nevtr can expire. 

Who builds on Icfs than an immorial baft-, 

Fond as he feems, condemns his joys to dcuth. 
Mine dyM with thee. Philander! thy laft figh 345 

Diflblv'd the charm ; the difenchantcd earth 

Loft all her luftrc. Where her j^littcritig towirs ? 

Her golden mountains, where ? all darken'd down 

To naked wafte ; a dreary vale of tears ; 

The great magician *8 dead ! Thou poor, pale piece 35© 

Of out-caft earth, in darknefs ! what a change 

From yefterday I Thy darling hope fo near, 

(Long-lal>ourM prize I) O how ambition flufliM 

Thy glowing cheek I Ambition truly great, 

Of virtuous praifc. Death's fubtle feed within 355 

(Sly, treacherous miner!) working in the dark, 

Smird at thy well-concerted fcheme, and beckoned 

The worm to riot on that rofe fo red, 

Unfadcd ere it fell j one moment's prey ! 

Man's forefight is conditionally wife ; 36» 

Lorenzo ! wifdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firft inftant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye ! 
The pre/ent moment terminates our fight ; 
Clouds, thick as thofe on doomfday, drown the m'xt j 365 
Wc penetrate, we prophecy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by jjarticles j and each, 
Ere mingled with the ftreaming fands of life, 
By Fate's inviolable oath is fworn 
Deep filence, *' Where eternity begins." 37* 

♦ By 



Ift Curt ta none ; 2nd jet oa thU ^ 
Thi» ptradventure^ isfuiMxis for 
Aj( on 2 rock of acUmant, we bu 
Our mounuin hope^ \ fpin out et 
As we the faul iifters could out-i 
And, big with ]ife'» futunties, r 
Not r/'n Philander had befpoki 
Nor had he cauie \ a warning wai 
How many fail at ftidden, not as 
As Aidden, though for years adm 
Of human ills the lad extreme be^ 
Beware, Lorenzo ! zflonvfudden c 
How dreadful that deliberate furpi 
Be will* to-day 5 'tis madnefs to di 
Next day the fatal precedent will j 
Thiifi on, till wifdom in pnfliM ou 
Procraflinat'ton is the thief of tim( 
Yciii* after year it ftcaU, till all a« 



THE COMPLAINT, Nioht I. i^ 

For ever on the brink of being bom. 

All pay themfelves the compliment to think 

They one day (hall not drivel : and their pride 

On this rcverfion takei up ready praifc j 

At leaft, their own } their /«/iir^ fclves applaud j 405 

How excellent that life they tu'er will lead I 

Time lodg'd in their own hands \%foilfs vaili } 

That lodged in fate j, to <wifdom they confign j 

The thing they can't but purpofe^ they poftpone j 

Tis not in folly, not to fcorn a fool j 410 

And fcarce in human nvifdom to do more. 

All promife is poor dilatory man, 

And that through every ftage : when young, indeed, 

In full content we, fometimes, nobly reft, 

Unanxious for ourfel*ves j and only wifli, 41 ^ 

As duteous fons, our fathers were nioit wile. 

M thirty m^^n fufpeJls hiinfelf a fool j 

Knoius it ^t forty, and reforms his plan j 

Mfifty chides his infamous delay, 

PWhes his prudent purpofe to refolve ; 42 « 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Kefolves 5 and re-refolvcs j then dies the fame. 

And why ? Becaule he thinks himfclf immoital. 
All men think all men mortal, but Thcmillvcs ; 
Themfelves, when fome alarming (hock of fate 4:5 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the fudtlen drcud j 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 
Soon clofej where, paft the ftiaft, no trace is found- 
As from the <wmg no fear the (ky retains j 
The parted wave no furrow from the kcel\ 430 

Vol. II. C So 



And the lark liften to ray miJxigb 
The rpritely /iaj'-J^V ihrlll matm ^ 
Cr'uf^s fharpcft them hard preffinj 
I ftrive, with wakeful melody, to 
The Allien gloom, fweet Philome! 
And call the ftars to liften : every 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of th 
Yet be not vain j there are, who 
And charm through diftant ages : 
Prifoner of darkneis ! to the filent 
How often I repeat their rage divi 
To lull my griefs, and fteal my h 
I roll their raptures, but not catcl 
Dark, though not blind, like thee 
Or, Milton I thee ; ah, could I n 
Or ///V, who made Maeonides our 
Man too Ue fung ; immortal man 



[ 19 ] 

NIGHT THE SECOiND. 

O N 

TIME, DEATH, AND FRIENDSHIP. 

T O T H E 
RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF WILMINGTON. 

** LT/HEN the Cock crenv, be *ive/>r — fmotc h}- ih u 
eye, 

Which looks on ir.c, on r.ll: Th:" power, \v!.o !f Ivis 
7^// niiJnlj'^ht ccnfinil, with cli.il'.n I'linil, 
Emblem of that wiiich niuli ;nviiK«- t!ic tk . !, 
Koul'c Ibtils from llu:nhcr, ii.io ihon^'/nls ni' '.•../:•/•/. ^ 
Shall I too weip? Where t lien is ii.rt JuM • ? 
And, fortitude abandon'd, wlure is iM.in ? 
I know the terms on which he Uch the lijhtj 
He that is horn, is lifletl, life is w.;rj 
K'.'v'iniil wur with woe. Who hciir;. it I'.li, ly 

BcHr.e.s it Icalt. — On other ihui.e;; I 11 ilwell. 
Lovfjv./o ! let me turn ffiy ihou^^lits on tlue, 
AndtLiftr, on theuu-s may profit j profit there, 
Wheremort thy need. Themes, too, the r;cnuinc growth 
Of dear Philander'8 diilt. He r/;^/, thoiu;)i dead, 15 
May ftill befriend— What themes? Time^i ^'JcnUrous 
price, 

»C t D'ath^ 



I know thou fay^fl it : Says th; 
He mourns the dead, who live 
Where is that thirft, that avari 
(O glorious avarice !) thought 
As rumour^ robberies endear 
O ^lime! than gold more facrec 
Than lead, to fools \ and fool 
What moment granted man wit 
^VfhzXyears are fquanderM, nv. 
Our wealth in days, all due to 
Hafby hafle, he lies in wait, h( 
Infidious Death I ihould his ftr 
No compofition fets the prifone 
Eternity s inexorable chain 
Faft binds j and vengeance clai 
How late I ihudderM on the 
Life caird for her laft refuge ir 
That Time is le, O Mead I 



'HE COMPLAINT, Night II, 21 

link' ft it folly to be wife too foon. 

not rich in Time, it may be poor \ 

h it as with money, fparing ; pay 

lent, but in purchafe of its worth | 50 

lat its worth, aflc death-beds; they can tell. 

h it as with life, relu6lant ; big 

)ly hope of nobler time to come 5 

glicr aim'd, IHII nearer the great mark 

and angels ; virtue more divine. 5 5 

5 our duty, nuifdom^ g^rj, gain ? 
eaven benign in vital union binds) 
»rt we like the natives of the bough, 
ernal funs infpire ? Amujement reigns 
;reat demand : To trifle, is to live : 60 

it then a trifle, too, to die f 

fay'ft I preach, Lorenzo, 'tis coafed. 
"', for once, I preach thee quite anvake f 
mts amufemi n ' in the flame of battle ? 

treafon, to the foul immortal, 65 

. in anns, eternity the prize ? 
rs amufe, when medicines cannot cure? 
jirits ebb, when life's enchanting fcenes 
iftrc lofe, and leffcn in our fight, 
s, and cities with their glittering fpircs, 70 
joor (hatter'd bark, by fudden ftorm 

off to fea, and foon to pcrifh there ? 
rs amufis ? No : Thrones will then be toys, 
th and fl;ies feem duft upon the fcale. 
v; we time ?— Its lofs we dearly buy. 75 

leads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd fports f 

C 3 He 



In aSl no trifle^ and no blank in time. 
T/j/j grcatcns, fills, immortalizes all j 
This, the bleft art of turning all to go) 
T/6//, the good heart's prerogative to rai 
A royal tribute from the [)ooreft hours . 
Immcnfc revenue I every moment pays. 
If nothini; more than ^urj'ofe in thy po 
'J'ljy J urjior.: firm, is etjual to the deed 
V» lio (icco the bed his circ umfti'.r.cc mlk 
Docs w'jII, aas r.oMy ; an^jels could n< 
Our oufnjuard zli inti^ed admits rdtrain 
*Tis not in things o'er ihc^uj^ht to domii 
Guard wCA tliy thought j our thouglil 
heav'tn. 
On oil important Timcy through ever 
Though Hitich, and warm, the \vifeh:uc 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hoi 
** / ^ue I ft a 4/^"— the prince who nob 
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sm the blejffli:g vvc pofTcfs ? 

rcmc l-rTimc is Eternity j 

h all eternity can give j 

h all, that makes archangels (inile. 

8 time, he crurtics in the birth ii# 

crcal, only not ador'd. 

unjuft to nature and liimrclf, 

s, thanklcls, inconfi (lent man! 

\ babbling nonfcni'c in their fports, 

lature for a fpan too Ihort j 115 

(hort, wc tax as tedious too j 
ntion, all expedients tire, 
inhering moments into fpecd, 

s (happy ridd.ince!) from ourfcivcs. 

"s Art I our furious charioteer no " 

/ voice uiiiUllod would recall) 

>n|'; tovvindi ilu precipice of death; 

[>ur dread ; d . itii t'ms more dreadful made: 

die of abl'irujty ! 

n J tr.kjs off our chariot wheels } 125- 

we drng the load of life I 

s our ci.rfei like that of Cain, 

wander j wander earth around 

yrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 

ene.'ith, w;^ gioan beneath rn hour. 130 

jicrcy to tile next amufenicnt} 

lulenient mortgages our fields ; 

'cr.ience ! prilbns h.ndiy frown, 

1 Time if prilbns fet us free. 

':atb kindly tenders us relief, 135 

C 4 We 



But his brond pinions fwift'er 

And aij mankind, in contradi 

RuefuJ, aghaft! cry out on hi 

Leave to thy foes thefe error 

To nature ju/i, their Caufe an< 

Not fhort heaven's bounty, bo- 

No niggard, nature; men are 

We ^jafte, not ufe our time ; ^ 

Time ^vcrfted'x^ exiftence, uid 

And bare exifitnce, msin, to //'< 

Wrings, and oppreffes with en. 

And why? fmce Time was give 

JnjoinM to fly J with tempeft, ti 

To keep his fpeed, nor ever wai 

Time'j ufe was doomed a pleafui 

That man might fee/ his error. 

And, feeling, {{y to labour for 

Not, blundering, fplit on idlene 
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Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds; 165 
Tlien time turns tomient, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, wc wreftle, with Great Nature* s Fian j 
Wc thwart the Deity j and 'tis decreed, 
Who thwart his will, (hall contradi^l their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourlelves j 170 

Our thoughts at enmity; our bofom-broil ; 

We pufh Time from us, and we wifli him back ; 

laviih of luftrums, and yet fond of life ; 

life wc think long, and fliort ; Death feek, and (hun : 

Body and foul, like peevifh man and wife, 175 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 
Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here. 

How tattelefs ! and how terrible, when gone ! 

Gone! they ne'er go; when pall, they haunt us ftill; 

The fpirit walks of eveiy day dcccasM j i8q 

And fmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 

W death, nor life delight us. If time pajf, 

Vnd time pojftfiy both pain us, what can pleafe ? 

That which the Deity to pleafe ordainM, 

rime «jV. The man who confecrates his hours 185 

ly vigorous eifort, and an honeft aim, 

w. once he draws the fting of life and death ; 

le nualks luitb Nature ; and her paths are peace. 
Our error's caule and cure are feen : See next 

'ime's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speed-, 190 

jdd thy great Gain from urging his career.— 

Jl-fenfual man, becaufe untouched, unfeen, 

[e looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfe 

i truly man's J 'tis fortune's— Time 's a god. 

Haft 



c» -e.^- 6*^*^"'S **P<^i 

That memorable liour of wondrous 
When t!ic Dread Sire, on einanatio 
And big with nature, rifm^ in his r 
CallM tonh creation (for then Time 
By Ciodhead ftrcaining through a th' 
Not on tfo/c terms, from the great d 
From old eternity's niyiterious orb, 
Was Time cut olf, and cait beneath 
The fkics, which watch him in his n 
Meafuringhis motions by revolving 
That horologe machinei-y divine. 
Hours, days, and months, and years, 
Like numerous wings around him, a 
Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they 
His ample pinions, fwift as darted fli 
To gain his goal, to reach his antien 
And join anew f/^r/wVy his lire J 
In his immutability to neft, 
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t thou, or what thou doft, or what is done^ %i$ 

es from Time, and Hm^ from man j too loon 

livorce this double flight muft end : 

:n, where are we ? where, Lorenzo I then 

>rts ? thy pomps ? — I grant thcc, in a ftatc 

mbitious j in the rtifflcJ fhroud, 130 

rian tomb's triumphant arch beneath. 

itb his fopperies ? Then well may Life 

^ler plume, and in her rainbow ihine. 

'-arrafd! yc lilies of our land I 

\7nalcl who neither toil, nor I'pin, 235 

:r lilies Tfii[^ht) if not fo wile 

mon, more lumptuous to the fight! 

ate ! who nothing can fupport, 

ves moll infupportablc ! for whom 

nor role mull blow, the fun put on %j^ 

Iter beum in Leo j filky-foft 

is breathe Itill fofter, or be chid; 

ler worlds lend odours, fauce, and fbng, 

)cs, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 

)rcnzos of our age I who deem 14.5 

ment unamus'd, a mifcry 

de for feeble man ! who call aloud 

:y bawble drivel'd o'er by fenle j 

les, and conceits of every caft, 

nge of follies, and relays of joy, 250 

; your patient through the tedious length 

ort winter's day-^i\\yy fages! fay, 

raclcs 1 fay, dreamers of gay dreams I 

How 



And give us up to llcencey unrecall'< 
Unmark'd j-— fee, from behind her J 
The fly informer minutes every faul 
And her dread diary with horror fill 
Not the grofs AS alone employs hei 
She reconnoitres Fancfs airy band, 
A watchfuJ foe I the formidable fpy 
Liftcning, o'erhcars the whifpcrs of 
Our dawning purpofes of heart exp 
And fteals our embryos of iniquity 
As all -rapacious ufurers. conceal 
Their doomfday-book from all-con 
Thus, with indulgence moft feverc, 
Us fpendthrifts of ineftimable Time 
Unnoted, notes each moment mifap 
In leaves more durable than leaves 
Writes our whole hiftory j which I 
In every pale delinquent's private e 
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ly on Time Co laviih is my fong } 
reat thfm€ kind Nature kttp* a fcbool, tt5 
her Tons hcrrdf. Each night we die» 
n are born anew : Each day, a life 1 
. we kill each day ? If Tri/lijig kills j 
mull butcher. O what heaps of llain 
or vengeance on us I Time dellroy*d 190 

, where more than Blooii is fpilt. 
s, death urges, knells call, heaven invite^ 
uens : All exerts ; in effort, all } 
1 creation labours I— labour* more f 
lere in creation what, amidfl 395 

ult univcrfal, wing'd itifpatch, 
nt energy, fupinely yawns ?— 
)s ) and Man alone \ and Man, whofe fate, 
'crfible, intire, extreme, 
hair-hung, brceze-fhakcn, o'er the gulph jo* 
nt trembles ; drops 1 and Man^ for whom 
is in alarm! Maut the iblc caufc 
urrounding ilorm I and yet he Heeps, 
orm rock'd to rclt. — Throw Tears away ? 
ImpireSf and be blainelefs. Moments feize ^ 305 
i on their wing : A moment we may wllh, 
orlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand ftili, 
drive back his car, and reimport 
od paft, rc-give the given hour. 
more than miracles we wantj jio 

— O for yelVerdays to come ! 
s the language of the man a^wake ; 
ur fuch, for what ofprejes thee. 

Awl 



And rcinftatc U3 on w... 
Let it not fliare its predeccfTor's fate 
Nor, like its elder fiilers, die a fool 
Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off 
Fuliginous, and ftain us deeper ftill 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty p< 
More wretched for the clemencies o 
Whcrcfhalll fmd Him? Angels 
You knonv him : He is near you : Pc 
Shall I fee glories beaming from hi 
Or trace his foottlcps by the riling 
Your golden wings, noiAj hovering 
Proteftion j now, are waving in a 
To that bleft ion of forcfight ! lo 
That awful independent on To-n 
Whofc ivork is done j who triun 
Whofe Yefterdays look backwarc' 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound 
-•* hut opprobriou 
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rk-prifonM all that ought to foar j 

ic centrr ) crawlinq^ in the dull} 345 

d every great and gloriout aim^ 

every faculty divine j 

''d in the rubbifh of the world. 

, that gulph of fouls, immortal fouls, 

to, angelic, wing'd with fire 350 

ic diftant (kics, and triumph there 

, which (hall not mourn their mailers changMj 

r from Earth j Etherealy they that fell. 

ition due, O man, to man. 

;ite thcrnfclvcs, the world dcfpife. 355 

r:iy fiiond ! is this eftutchcnnU world, 

•^B out Death in one eternal nij^ht; 

Kit j;loom8 us in the noon-tide ray, 

our th(>\ight, at banquets, in the Hiroud } 

{\x\\t is a linull eminence, 360 

he grave abcncj that home of man, 
lis the multitude : We ^jaze provi-dj 
cir monuments ; wc lighj anvl while 
e fink } and are what wc deploi'd j 

or lamentcJ, ail our lot! 365 

It dillancc ? No : He has been on thee, 
fure earnetl of his final blow. 
? that lately finird, where arc tlicy now ? 
;up,ht, andi'jiullly! drownM, all <lrown\I 
t deep, which nothing difemljogucs I 370 
;, they bc(jueath'd ihce final I renown. 

on the win/; : How fleet their fii<;lit I 
> the fr.tal tiain took Hrcj 

A mo» 



If mfdonCs ftiend, her beft 5 if not, 

O reconcile them I. Kind Experience 

« There 's nothing here, but what a 

«< The more our joy, the more we k 

«< And by fuccefs are tutorM to defp 

Nor is it only thus, but muji be fo. 

Who knows not this, though grey, 

Loofe then from earth the grafp of f 

Weigh anchor, and fome happier cli 

Art thou fo moor'd thou canft not 

Wor give thy thoughts a ply to futur 

Since, by LijVs pafling breath, blov 

Light, as the fummer's duft, we tak 

A moment's giddy flight, and fall a 

Join the dull mafs, increafe the troc 

And flecp, till earth herfeif ftiall be 

Since then (as emmets, their fmall \ 

We, fore amazM, from out earth's 
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ofoniy bleeding o*er the ftcred dead t 

not each dial (brike ut as we paft* 405 

oua, at the writUm wall, wftich ftruck^ 

idnighl bowUy the proud AfTyrian pale, 

ile high-flufht with infolence and wine f 

at, the dial fpeakt ; and points to thee» 

»! loth to break thy banqueytpj^ 410 

in, thy kingdom is departin^rom thee $ 

» while it laftsy is emptier than my (hade.** 

t language fuch t nor need'ft thou call 

agi, to decypher what it means. 

like the Median, fate is in thy walls t 41 1 

:, HciAf / H^enci f Belfhazzar-like^ amaxM ? 

paake inclofes the Aire feeds of deatn) 

ds the murderer : Ingrate \ he thrires 

own meal, and then his nurfe devours. 

lere, Lorenio, the deludon lies \ 4s* 

lar/badoWf as it meafures life, 

cfembles too t life fpeeds away 

oint to point, though feeming to (land ftill. 

nning fugitive is fwift by Health : 

3tle is the movement to be feen \ 425 

D man^s hour is up, and we are gone. 

rs point out our danger j Gnomons, time ; 

i are ufelefs when the fun is fet : 

, but whin more glorious Reafin Huncs. 

(hould judge in all) in reafon*s eye, 430 

dentary Ihadow travels hard. 

h our gravitation to the wrong, 

e our hearts to whifper what \ve vviih, 



In fiirrow/d brow». * ^ ^ 
Wc (hut our cveSy and think it is a plai 
We take faii^^y||in winter, for the fp 
And turn our bloHngs into bane. Sin 
Man mufk -compute that age he cannot/ 
He Icarce believes he 's older for hi* yej 
Thus, at life's Jateft eve, wc keep in ftc 
One difappointment fure, to crown the 
The difapMintment of a promisM liou' 
On ThiSf or fimilar, Philander ! tho 
Whofe mind waA moral, as the preach* 
And llrong, -to wield all fcience, wort 
How often we talked down the fummi 
And coord our paflions by the breczi 
How often thaw'd and (hortenM wint< 
By confliA kind, that ftruck out late 
Bed found, fo fought ; to the Recluf 
Thoughts difentangle paffing o'er th 
**•- fUread ; if not, *tis t 
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Twins ty'd by nature, if they ^art, they die. 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach f 465 

Chod Senfi will ftagnate. Thoughts fhut up want air. 
And rpoil, like bales unopened to the i\in. ^ 
Had thought been all, fweet l^ieech had bceit^lcnyM j 
Speech, thought^s canal I fpcech, thought's criterion too ! 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold, or drofs j +; c 
Wh^n coined in word, we know its real worth. 
If fterling, ftorc it for thy future ufe ; 
Twill buy thee benefit } perhaps, renown. 
Thought,^oo» delivered, is the more poflfeft ; 
Teaching||We learn } and, giving, wc retain 4:- ^ 

The births of intelledt ; when dumb, forgot, 
^eecb ventilates our intelle^ual fire | 
Speech bumifhes our mental magazine ; 
Brig^DS, for ornament \ and whets, for ufe. 
Whaitnumbers, fheath^l in erudition, lie, 4.80 

FluxigM to the hilts in venerable tomes. 
And rufted in ; who might have borne an edge. 
And play*d a fprightly beam, if born to fpcech ; 
If bom bled* heirs of half their mother's tongue ! 
Tis thoughts exchtnge, which, like th' alternate 
pufh ' 48 , 

Of waves confljttlng, breaks the learned fcum, 
And defecates the ftudent's (landing pool. 
In Contemplation is his proud refourcc? 
Tis poor, 86 proud, by Converfe unfuftainM. 
Rtfjle thought runs wild in Contemplation's field } 490 
Cmverfe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Ot due «ftraint j and emulation j fpur 

* Da Gives 

% 



1 ht preciou* ena, wiun" 
, in «al for human amity, 

p.mc.,ordamp..an«» 
,oyUan.mpoU,,oy« ^^ 

PUafurs', »'"6'^. ****'" '\„„b0MP' 
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Heaits melt, but melt like ice, foon hauUi iVu/r. 

Tnjc love IIiikcs root in Rcajln j pafllon's i'uc : 

rirtue alone cntcndcrs us for life i 5^5 

I wrong her much — cntcndcrs us for ever i 

Of FrienJjUp^s fuirell fiaiits, the fiuii moli fair 

Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire. 

And, emulutijly^ raj)id in her nice. 

the foft enmity 1 endearing ftiife ! 530 

This carries fricndihip to her noon-lide point, 

And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Fmndjbipi which outlives my fonncr thcnus. 
Glorious Wrvivor of old Ttmt and Death I 
From Friend/hip, thus, that flower of heavenly feed $535 
The wife cxtrail earth's moft Hyhlean blifs, , 

Superior wiiiiom, crown'd with fmilin^i: joy. 
But for whom blofloms this Elyfian/oat'fr/* 

' 4^ruid They And, who cheri/h it at Home, 
LoiTOzo ! pardon what my love extorts, 540 

An hunell love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choite of follies faftcn on the Cnnf, 
None clingft more obftinate than fancy fond 
That facrcd friendfliip is their eafy prey ; / 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, |^ 545^ 

Or fafcination of a high-born fmiic. 
Their fmilcs, the Grfat, and the Coquet, throw out 

ifor Others hearts, tenacjous of their Own j 
And we no Icfs of ours, when Juch the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers 1 Yc powers of wealth ! if 150 
Can gold gain fricndfhip ? Impudence of hope ! 
Ai well mere man an angel might beget. 

D 3 1 uve, 



"' ir (lince daring on f 
lAew. : friend/hip Ddicat 
Of tender violation, aptto di 
^'A-:/^ will wound it; and^ 
Oehberate in all thing, with t 
Bnt fince friend, grow not thi 

Nor every friend unrotten at tl 
Firft, o^thyfriefid, deliberaft 
Jauft.ponder. lift, not Eage, 
NorJealon.of thedigfen-F 
Judge before friendflujir then c 
Well, for thy friend, but nob 
How gallant danger for earth', 
A fnendi, worth all hazard. V 
^ Poor i, the friendleftmafter, 
A world in pnrchafe for a fri 

So f^j> He (angel, hear thai 
Angel, |h„frie„dftiptherh 



HE COMH^LAINT, Night II. 99 

:h was His) it nuther Strong, nor Pure, 
the bright compraKion, cordial warnitli, 
nrating fpirif, of a friend, 585 

nty fummert ripening by my fide i 
ilence of falfehood long thrown 4H|n ) 
al virtues rifing in bis fou^ ^ 
bil clo^ and fmiling as they rife 1 
:£lar nmn j it fparkles in our fight } 590 

the tafte, and genuine from the heart 
ujMir'd blitf^or gods ! on cart^ how rare ! 
hlfcw /9^ /^Philander is no more. 
ic*ft thou the^^me intoxicatM my fong ? 
DO waciA :— iVI warm I caflbt be. 595 

him na^ ; but now j^.love him more. 
-d;;, whofe beauties lan^iHi, half-cunceaPd, 
lounted on the wing,^Hr gloffy plumes 
ed fhine with azure, green, and gold ; 
^flings brighten as they take their flight I 600 
ht Philander took ; his upward flight, 
fouLafcended. Had he droot, 
.'agle genius !) O had he Iet%ill 
ther as he flew^ I, then, had wrotc^ 
nends might flatter 5 prudent foes forj^car j 605 
fcaice damn; and Zoilus reprieve, 
at I can, 1 muft : it were profane j» 
nch a gldBi lighted at the ikics, 
ft in fliadows his illuftrious clofc. 
I the theme niofl afFtiling, moil ruMitnc, Cij 
itous inoll to mail, ihould Jlecp v.nlung ! 
t it lleeps, I/) g'.'iiiiis ur;a.sak\l, *^ 

D 4. rlv>i..i 



Dare I prclume, then ? but Philan* 
And glory tempts, and inclination cal 
Yet am I ftruck ; as ftruck the foul, b 
Acriai Groves i»ipcnctratable glcMp ; 
Or, in fome mighty Ruin's folemWftw 
Or, gazing by p^ lamps on kkh^bor 
In vaults ; thin dRirts of poor Inflatt 
Or, at the midnight Altar^s hallowed j 
Is it religion to procecdf;! pa«ft — 
And enter, awM, thePfeple of irty t 
Is it his death-bed ? No : it is his fhr 
Behold him, there, juft rifing to a go< 

The chamber where the good man i 
Is privileged beyond the common wall 
Of 'virtuous lifc,*quite in the verge o 
Fly, ye profane ! If not, draw near ^ 
Receive the bleffing, and adore the ch 
That threw in this Bethefda your dili 
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tm s you fee his hold on heaven ; 
rtuc s 1^ Philander' t» found. 
}t the laft momcut ^ owns her friends 645 
ith { and points them out to sen, 
t, but of fovereign power [^ 
Cvagt } and to virtue, peace. 
r^the boaftful hero plays, 
I niajefty in death ; 650 

1, the more the tyi-ant frowns* 
ererely frowned on thee. ^ 

given 1 Unceremonious fate ! 
Qi froiQ^ life's meridian joy t 
im all we io*vi I from all wc an ! 655 
I of pain ! a plunge opaque 
;6lure I feeble Nature's dread ! 
ft' J mddcr at tfe dark unknown t 
:uinitl a juft-openinggravA 
laft, laft, what ? (can words cxprefs ? 660 
ch it ?) the laft — Silence of a friend V" 
t horrors, that cmazcment, where, 
;oup of ills, which jingly (hock, 
lan ?— I thought him man till moiv. (64 
lire's wreck, through vanquiiht agonies, 
niggling through this midnight gloom) 
' joy ! what mom than human peace I 
1 mortal ? the poor abjc6l worm ? 
h, the Mortal to be found, 
legacy for All. 670 

mmoft's for his fmglc heir, 
ic comforts j Great in ruin. 

With 



. final hour bn»g.8W4|be. 
an-»#ory heaven vou^W^^^jg^irf 

''8='^''''^''^.; devotion burfts to f 
.mazement «"«• ' . .^/, Believe. 
.i„;^«Adoreia"<iJj^ ^^tait 
■A^-'fTuuft^iolVfromitshe: 
Detain* the fun, iefcending 

While rifmg ^^^P"";'' ' fe, drown the 
Withdan>ps.-adarknef , 

Undamptbydoubt.una ^^^^ 

Philander, thu.. auguWy ^^^^H,, 

At that bll^ Hour -b.chf^,,^^^^^ 

Onthelo-leveUfA / „., 

S^eetP.««.=«><*^"';"Jl«dfo«l-, 
15ivinelybeamonh^.e^^^^^^.^f„, 

Pcftruaion g''^''.': , ^yftt,, brVgl 
th incoromumcab.e wi 
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*' Ignofcenda quidihi fcircnt (i ignofccrc inancs.'' 
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ROM Dreams, where thought in fancy's niaiit 



runs mady ^ 

To Reafoft, that hcAvcn-li^rhtcd lamp m man, 

Once more I wake; and at the drltin'd ho'br, 
r Punftual at lovers to the moment fwom, 
i Ikecp my afEgnatton with my woe. 5 

j 0! loft t* virtue, loft to manly thought, 
j Loft to the noble failles of the foul ! 

Who think it folitude, to be Alone. 

Communion fwect! communion large and high! 
I Our Reifhty Guardian Angsl, and our God ! 1 o 

H Then iWareft Thcfe, v/hcn Others moft remote ; 

And A1J| ere lo%, fliall be remote, but Thcl'c. 
-How dreadful, Tberty to meet them all alone, 

Aftrangef! unacknowleclg'd ! unapprovM ! 

^oou wroo4pcni ; wed them j bind tlicm to tliy bicifl j r 5 

To v«^ thy wifh, creation lus wo more, 
1^ ii W • Or 



And fings filfe peace, till fmoth 
My fortune is unlike j unlike m) 
Unlike the deity my fong invoke; 
I to Dafs foft-ey'd fifter pay my 
(Endymion's riij^ !) and her aid 
Now firft implor'd in fuccour to t 

Thou, who didft lately borrow 
And modeftly forego thine Own ! 
Who didft thyfeif, at midnight h( 
Say, why not Cynthia patronefs c 
As thou her crefcent, fhe thy char 
Aflumesj ftill more a goddcfs by 

Are there demurring wits, who 
This revolution in the world infpir 
Ye train Pierian ! to the Lunar fpl: 
In filent.hour, addrefs your ardent 
For aid immortal j lefs her brother 
She, with 1 fpheres harmonm^ic 
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• guft, fair Portland of the flcies ! 
uft inchantment calls thee cWwn, « 
fill than of old Circcan charm ? 

from hcaTcnly banquets with thee bring 
long, and whifpcr in my car 50 

vine I or in propitiou*^ dreamt 

are Thine) transfufe it through the bread 
votaryw-But not thy laft ^ 
Namefake^ thou art erer kind. 

thou wilt bc$ kind on fuch a theme { 55 
like thee» a quite lunar theme> 
, melancholy, female, fair! 
t rofe all pole, and told my foul, 
$ on her fond hopes perpetual night j 
ch ftruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 60 
'hich iinote me from Philandcr't tomb* 
ows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 

• J rare ai*e foUtary woes 5 

train* they tread each other*s heel ; 
vades bU mournful right, and claims 65 
lat ftarted from my lids for Him : 
ithltfs, alienated tear, 
ere'it falls. So frequent death* 
are than caufes, he cgnfouiyls % 
ighs his rival ftrokes contend* 70 

liftreft, diAraaion. Oh Philander! 
Ky fate ? A double fate to me ; 
I pain I a menace, and a blow ! 
ck raven hovering o'er my peace, 
rd of #men, than of prey, j$ 

It 



And Young as beautiful 1 and Soft at 
And Gay as foft ! and Innocent as g^y 
And Happy (if aught Happy here) as 
For fortune fond had liuilt hcrned en 
Like birds quite exquifite of note and 
Transfixt by/ii// (^rho loves a lof^ n 
How from tlie fummit of the grcfvt ihc 
And left it unbarmonious 1 All its chi 
Extingiuiht in the wonders of her fon 
Her fong ftill vibrates in my raviiht eai 
Still melting there, and with voluptuo 
(O to forget her!) thrilling through m 
Song, Beauty, Y4>uth, Love, Virtue) 
^f bright kleaa, lowers of paradiie, 
As yet unforfeit I in one 4ila«e we bin 
Kneel, and prefent it to the ikies $ as ; 
We guefs pf heaven i and ile/k were i 
And (he wa^ qjpnes and I wu^^-wasi 



[E COMPLAINT, Night III. 47^ 

er I pity fwelll the tide of love. 

not the fevere .excui'e a figh i 

proud man tliat it afham'd to weep) 

iMtiM^'d indeed deicnre our iliame* 

er loft an angel 1 pity me. 1 10 

I the luftre languiiht in her eye » 

a dimmer day on human fight ; 

ler cheeky the i^fidence of fpring, 

n fat i and fcatter'd fears around 

at (aw (and who would ceafe to gaze, s 1 5 

e haffeen?) withhafte* parental hafte^ 

fnatch'd her from the rigid norA» 

e bed» on which bleak Boreas blew, 

; her nearer to the fun j the fun 

e fun could envy) checkt his beam» no 

is wonted fuccourj nor with more 

;held her di'ooping, than the bells 

} faireft lilies, not fo fair I 

lilies 1 and ye painted populace^l 

sll in fields, and lead anobroiial lives | 115 

and evening dew, your beauties bathe, 

k the fun $ which gives your cheeks to glow, 

bluih (mini excepted) every fair; 

llier grew, ambitious of her hand, 

Ften cropt your odours, incenfe meet 1 30 

rht fo pure I Ye lovely fugitives ! ^ 

ICC with man t for man you fmile ; 

fmile at him too ? You fhare indeed 
CQ pafsj but not his conftant pain. 

So 



By plucking fruit denied to lortal ts 

While here, preftiming on we righto 

For tranfport AoA tbon call on every 

Lorenzo ? At thy friendt expcnce, h 

Lean not on earth } 'twill pierce thee 

A broken refa, at beft j hut, oft, a 

On itft (harp point peace bleedt , and 

Turn, hopeleff thought! turn frc 

repeird 

Refenting rallies, and waket ey«ry ^ 

«nar.ch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy I 

And when kind fortune, with thy i 

And When high flavour^ thy frefe . 

And when blind man pronounc'd tl 

And on a foreign ihorci where ftrai 

Stranger* to Thee j and, more furp 

Stranger* to Kindneff, wept i theij 

T«u.imnn tcarix ftrancTC tc rs! thai 
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fighft incens'd;' fighs foreign to the will 1 
ill the tiger fuck'd, outraged the ftorni. 
1 the curd ungodlinefs of zeal t 165 

nfulftijb relented, fp'trit nurd 

infall'thilUfs cmbnice, 
itedfpirit petrify'd the bread j 
the charity of dud, to fpread 
\ I a charity their dogs enjoy* 17Q 

3uld I do ? What fuccour ? What refource ? 
out facrilege, a grave I dole \ 
Dpioui piety, that grave I wi-ongM \ 
1 my duty \ coward in my grief 1 
ke her murderer, tlian friend, I crept, 175 

>ft-fufpendcd dep, and muffled deep 
light darkncfs, ^hi/per* d my lad figh. 
er^d what fliould echo through their realms i 
it her name, whofe tomb diould pierce the ikies, 
ptuout fear ! How durd I dread her foes, iSo 
lature^s louded di6^ates I obcyM ? 
neceflity, bled diadc ! Of grief 
dignation rival burds I pour'd ; 
Lccration mingled with my prayer j 
i at man, while I his God ador'd $ 185 

udg*d the favage land her facred dud 5 

fhe curd foil ; and with humanity 
i Narcifla) wifli'd them all a grave, 
vs my refentment into guilt ? What guilt 
ual violations of the dead ? 190 

rad how facred ! Sacred is the dud 
\ heaven-labour'd form, erc^, divine I 
. II. E This 



vv ncn msn can wreaK nia ra 

That (Irongeft curb on iniul 

^b€n, fplecn to duft ? the di 

An angers duft N— Thie Lu 

When he contended for the ] 

'Twas not the ftrifc of malice 

The ftrife of pontiff pride, r 

For lefs than This is ihoc 

Moft nureUhedy but from fti 

And uncreated^ but for love 

And, but. for love divine, t 

By fate reforb'd, and funk i: 

. Man hard of heart to man I 

Moft horrid ! 'Mid ftupcndoi 

Yet oft his courtefies are fmc 

.Pride brandifties the favours ! 

And contumelious his huma 

What then his vengeance ? Y. 



THE COMPLAINT, Nioht in. 51 

Kttin from man it moft conceal*d when near, 

Aod fendi the dreadfol tidings in the blow. 

■b diif the flight of fancy f Would it werei taf 

HetFfn'f Sorereign faTci all beings, but hirafelf, 

That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir'd is the Mufe f And let the Mufe be fir^d : 
Who not inflam'd, when what he fpeaks, he feeU, 
Aad in thenenre moft tender, in his friends f a 30 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes s 
He felt the truths I iing, and I in Him» 
But He, nor I, leel moiie t paft ills, NarciflTa ! 
Are funk in Thee, thou recent wound of heart t 
Which bleeds with other cares« with other pangs ; a 3 f 
Pangs numerous, as the numerous ills that fwann*d 
0*er thy diftinguifh'd fate, and, duftering There 
Thick as the locufts on ihc land of Nile, 
Made, death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
ilflfle£k (if not forgot my touching talc) %^ 

How was each circumftance with afpics arm*d f 
An afpic, Each 1 and AH, an Hydra woe 1 
Wliat ilrong Herculean virtue could fuflicc ? 1 
Or is it virtue to be conquered Here ? 
This hoary cheek a traki of tears bedews ; 144 

And each tear mourns its own dtfl'tHB diftrefs ; 
And each diihrfs, diftin6lly moum'd, demands 
Of griff ft ill more, as heighten 'd by the whole. 
A grief like this proprietors excludes 1 
Not friends alone fuch obfequies deplore; %%% 

rhey make Mankind the mourner \ carry fight 
Par at the fatal Fetm can wing her way | 

E a And 



vx.'icau uay •; tnat interdids 

That I'ubtcrranean world, ths 

jFit walk, Lorenzo, for prouc 

There let ray thought expatiat 

Balfamic truths, and healing 

Of all moft wanted, and moll 

For gay Lorenzo's fake, and 

My foul ! " The fruits of dy 

" Expofe the ijain of life j w 

" Give death his eulogy 4 th 

*« And labour that firft palm 

*^ A manly fcom of terror fr< 

This harveft reap from thy ] 

As poets fdgnM from Ajax' 1 

Arofe, with grief infcrib'd, a 1 

Let wffdom bloflbm from my 

And firft, of dying friends ; w 

^t -brings us more than triplci 



I .1 »• /. 
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^rofs our ob(lru6led way ; and, thus to make 

'^einmet Vi^j'ajey our port from every (loriii. 

Hch fnend by fate fnatch'd Wnm us, is a plume 2S5 

luck'd from the wing of human vanity, 

^hich makes us (loop from our aerial hci:;ht:i, 

nd, dampt'^ith omen of our own dcceale, 

n drooping pinions of ambition lowered, 

lit fldm earth's lurface, ere we break it up, ayo 

er putrid earth to fcratch a little dull, 

nd fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friendi 

re angels fent on errands full of love j 

•r us they languifh, and for us ihcy die ; 

ad (hall they languifh, fnall ihcy die, in vain ? 295 

igratcful, fnall we grieve their hovering fliades, 

hicb wait the revolution in our hearts ? 

ail we difdain their filent, foft addrcCs ; 

icir podhumous advice, and pious prayer ? 

ifelels, as herds that graze tluir hallow'd graves, 30a 

tad under-foot their agonies and groans 5 

jftrate their anguifli, and dellroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo ! no j the thought of death indulge } 

ve it its wholefome empire ! let it reign, 

lat kind challifer of thy foul in joy 1 305 

reign will fpread thy glorious conquclls far, 
id dill the tumults of thy ru tiled brcall : 
ifpicious aera ( golden days, begin 1 
le thought of death (hall, like a god, infpirc. 
k1 why not think on death ? Is life the theme 3x0 

every thought ? and wirti of every hour ? 
id long of every joy ? Surprilirg truth I 

E 3 The 



i:^0 lUMlucia •«.. ., ^. 

On cold fervid rtpetttiont he fubfifttf 
And in the taftelcfe prefent chews the 
Difgufted chews, and fcarce csn fwall 
Lilce laviih anceftors, his earlier years 
Have dinnhetitcd his future hours. 
Which ftarve on orts^ and f^lean their 
Live ever here, Lorenzo 1«— (hockir 
80 (hocking, they who wifh, difown 
Difown from ihame, what they frutn 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the 
For what live ever here ?— With lab< 
To tread our former footn:epii ? Paci 
Eternal } To climb life'fi worn, hea^ 
Which draws up nothing new ? To b 
The beaten track } To bid each wre 
The former mock ? To iurfoit on tl 
An<l yawn our joys } Or thank a ni 
t?^,^i,..«^ thmiirh fad? To lecwh 
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U-ground, and worfe conceded 1 Load> not life ! 
The rational foul kennels of excefs ! 
^il-ftreaming thorough*fare9 of dull debauch ! 345 
Trembling each gulp> left death (hould fnatch the bowl. 

Such of oMrJlne-ofw it the wiih refin'd I 
b would they have it : elegant defire I 
iVhy not invite the bellowing ftulln, and wilds f 
hit fuch examples might their riot awe. 3 ^o 

Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 
Though on bright thought they father all their iii^hts) 
Co what are they reduced ? To love, and hate, 
The fame vain woxid; to cenfure, and efpoufe. 
Phis painted flirew of life, who calls them fool 355 
lach moment of each day j to (latter bad 
lirough dread of worfe ; to cling to this rude rock, 
iarren, to them^ of good, and (harp with ills, 
Lnd hourly blackened with impending ftorms, 
Lnd infamous for wrecks of human hope*— 360 

car'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath, 
uch are their triumphs 1 fuch their pangs of joy I 

*Ti8 time, high time, to fhift this difmal i'cene. 
'his hugg^dy this hideous ftate, what art can cure ? 
ne only ; but that one, what all may reach { 365 

irtue— (he, wonder-working gfoddefs I charms 
hat rock to bloom j and tames the painted /hretwi 
nd, what will more furprize, Lorenzo! gives 
b life's Tick, naufcous iteration, change} 
nd ftraightens nature's circle to a line. 370 

eliev'ft thou this, Lorenzo? lend an car, 

patient ear, thou 'It blu(h to disbelieve. 

E 4 A languid. 



Which rcliOi fruit* iinrip<tnM by the^ 

Make their cUy« yariou* j variou* aa 

On the doye't neck, which wantoixii 

On minds of dove-like innocence pd 

On lighten^ rnind^, that baflc in virt 

Nothing hangs tedious, nothing oU i 

In ihatt for w^»ch they long ; for wl 

Their gloriom t.vorts, wingM with 1 

Kach fifing morning fees ilill higher 

Kach bounteous dawn its novelty pn 

To worth maturing, new ftrcngth, 

While naturc^s circle, like a chariot 

Kolling hateath their elevated aims. 

Makes their fair profpta fairer ever 

Advancing njittuc, in a line to blij's 

f^irtNf^t which Chriflinn motives belt 

And /»/(/>, which Chriftian fchcmes 

And fliall we then, for virtue's fak« 
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LovM life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 

We giTc to Time Eternity's regard; 

Andy dreaming, take our pnflage for our port. 4^5 

Life has no value as an end, hut means ; 

An end deplorable ! a means divine ! 

When 'tis our all, 'tis nothing ; worle than noui;ht ; 

A neft of pains : when held as nothln^x, mucii : 

like fome fair humourills, life is moll enjovM, 410 

When courted lead ; moft worth, when difclkcinM ; 

Then 'tis the feat of comfoit, rich in peace j 

In profpeft richer far ; important ! awful ! 

Not to be mention'dj hut with (liouts of pralfe! 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy ! 41 5 

The mighty bafis of eternal Mils ! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted /f?n'-w F 

Where now, Lorenzo ! life's eternal round? 

Have I not made my triple promifc good ? 

Vain is the world; but only to the vain. 420 

To what compare we then this vaiying fcene, 

Whofe worth ambiguous rifcs, and declines ? 

Waxes, and wanes .-• (In all propitious, Ni\;ht 

Aflills me here) compare it to ilie moon j 

l^ark in herfclf, and indigent ; !)ut rich 425 

In borro'w'd luftre from a higher fphcrc. 

When grofs guilt intcipofes, labouring earth, 

O'erfhadow'd, mourns a deep ecliple of joy ; 

Her joys, at biightcll, pallid, to that font 

Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 430 

Nor is that gloiy dillant : Oh Lorenzo ! 

A good man, and an angel ! thefc !)ctwcca 

How 



Starts timid nature at the gloomy 
Tht/oft tranfition call it j and be 
Such it it often, and why not to 1 
To hope the beft, ia pious, brave, 
And may \\.it\£ procure, what it /j 
Life is much ilatter'd, death is mi 
Compare the rivals, and the kinde 
** Strange competition /"—True, 1 
So little Life can caft into the fcah 
Life makes the foul dependent o: 
Death gives her wings to mount ab 
Tlu-ough chinks, ftyl'd organs, dim i 
Death burfts th' involving cloud, a 
All eye, all ear, the difembodyM j 
Death has feignM evils, nature (ha! 
Life, ills fubftantial, tjuifdom canm. 
Is not the mighty mind, that fon of 
By tyrant life dethronM, imprifon\ 
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hdiatb puts out, and darkens buman race/* 

Lorenzo ! this indidment juft: 
e, peer, potentate, king, conqueror 1 465 

imbles th'efe $ more barbarous lifg^ the mum. 
le triumph of our mouldering clayi 
if the ipirit infinite I divine ! 
is no dread, but what frail ii/e imparts ; 
true joy^ but what kind death improves. 470 
has tiff to boaft, till death can give 
ter J tiff "s a debtor to the grave, 
dee ! letting in eternal day. 
so ! blulh ^tfondnefs for a /(/>, 
;nds celeftial fouls on errands vile, > 475 

for 'the fenfe ; and ferve at boards, 
«rery ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
tile, juftly claims our upper hand. 
IS feaft ! a foul, a foul immortal, 
: dainties of a bi-ute bemir'd! 480 

I bluAi at terror for a deaths 
ivcs thee to repofe in fcftive bowers, 
e£lars fparkle, angels minifter, 
-e than angels (hare, and raile, and crown, . 
nize, the birth, bloom, burfts of blifs. 455 
sd I more ? O d^atb^ the palm is thine. 
Nt\covs\ty death I thy dreaded harbingers, 

difeafe\ difeafe, though long my gueft; 
cks my nerves, thofe tender ftrings of lifej 
)luck'd a little more, will toll the bell, 490 
s my few friends to my funeral ; 
eble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 

While 



That ills corrofive, cares imp< 

Arc not immortal too, O deatl 

Our day of diflblutlon !— nam- 

•Tig our great pny-day-} 'tis o 

And ripe : what though the fie 

Juft fcrirs us as we reap the go] 

More than fhy balm, O Giieac 

Birth's feeble cry, and death's c 

Are /lender tributes low-taxM 

For nxnrhiy gain : the gain of 

^ut O ! the laft the former io t 

Life dies, compared ; Life lives 

And feel I, death! no joy fr 

Deathf the great counfellor, wl 

With every nobler thought, am 

Death, the deliverer, who refcu 

Death, the rewardcr, who the n 

Death, that abfolves my birth : 
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es, aod from winds, and waves, and central night, 

bough prifon'd there, my duft too I reclaim. 

To duft when drop proud nature's proiideft fphcres) 51 5 

nd live intire. Death is the crown of life : 

!ere death deny'd, poor man would live in vain j 

ere death deny'd, to live would not be life j 

ere death denyM, ev'n fools would wifh to die. 

tath wounds to cure : wc fall } we rife ; we reign ! 5^ 

ring from our fetters -y fallen in the fkies ; 

here blooming Eden withers in our fight : 

;ath gives us more than was in Eden loft. 

jtis king of terrors is the prince of peace, 

"hen fhall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 535 

hen /hall I ^ie ^— When ftiall I live for cver^ 



NIGHT 



COMTAIMINC 

t Our only Cure for the Fear of I 
Sentimentt of tlut ioeftimat 

T O 
THE HONOURABLE ^ 

A Much-indebted Mufe, O Yot 
Amid the fmiles of fortune, : 
.Thine ear is patient of a ferious fon 
. How deep Implanted in the breaft o 
The dread of death I I (ing its fovt 
Why ftart at death ? Where it h 
It paft i not come, or gone, he "s i 
Ere hope, fenfation fails j black-bo 
Receives t not fuffers, death's tremi 
The knell, the (hroud, the mattock 
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were death frightful, what hat agi to fear } 

dent, age ibouid meet the friendly foe, 

lelter in hit hofpitable gloom. %t 

t can meet a monument, but holdt 

unger j every date cries—** Come away." 

hat recalls me f Look the world around, 

;11 me whatt the wifcft cannot tell. 

any bom of woman, give his thought 25 

nge, on juft dijlike*s unbounded field j 
ngs, the vanity} of men, the flaws j 
in the befl-y the many, flaw all o*er; 
^ards^ fpotted, or, as Ethiops, darkj 
ms 1^7; ^0</ dying immature} )• 

immature, Narcifla^s marble telk I) 
t bis death bequeathing endlefs pain ; 
irt, though bold, would ficken at the fight, 
>end itfelf in fighs, for future fcenes. 
grant to life (and juft it is to grant 35 

ky life) fome perquifitcs of joy j 
: there is, when, like a thrice- told tale, 
ifled life of fweet can yield no more, 
)m our comment on the comedy, 
g refteSiions on parts well fuftainM, 4# 

pos'd emendations where we faiPd, 
es of plaudits from our candid Judge, 

on their exit, fouls are bid unrobe, 
irtune back her tinfel, and her plume, 
rop this maik of fleih behind the fcene. 45 

1 me, that time is come; my world is dead ; 
world rifes,, and new manners rctgn i 

^ Foreign 



of old fo gracious (and let th 
My very raafter knows me nol 

Shall I dare fay, peculiar is 
I Ve been fo long rcraember'd, 
An objcil ever prcflTing dims t 
And hides behind its ardour U 
^hen in his courtiers ears I p< 
l^hey drink it as the neftar of 
And fqueeze my hand, and bi 
Re/u/al I canft thou wear a fmo 

Indulge me, nor conceive I < 
Who cheapens life, abates the 
Twice told the period fpent on 
Court favour, yet\intaken, It 
Ambition's ill-judgM effort to 
Alas ! ambition makes my littl 
J&pibittering the pofleft j Why \ 
^ifiitigt of all employments, i; 
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at a court j purg'd off by purer air, 
ipler diet ; gifts of rural life ! 
3e that hand divine, which gently laid So 

rt at reft, beneath this humble Ihed. 
rid 's a ftately bark, on dangerous feas^ 
eafure feen, but boarded at our peril j 
n a fingle plunk, thrown fafe afhore. 
It tumult of the dillant throng, 85 

of fcas remote, or dying ftonns t 
ditate on fcenes, more filcnt ftill ; 
ny theme, and fight the Fear of Death* 
ke a ihepherd gazing from his hut, 
ig his reed, or leaning on his ftaf)^', 90 

mhitiotCs fiery chace I fee; 
circling hunt, of noify men, 
w's inclofurc, leap the mounds of right, 
g, and purfued, each other's prey j 
res, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles ; 95 

aib^ that mighty hunter, earths them all. 
all this toil for triumplis of an hour ? 
lough we wade in wealth, or foai- in fame ? 
higheft ftation ends in, " Here he lies,'' 
duft to duft'" concludes her noblell fong. 100 
'ong lives, pofterity fliall know 
lOugh in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 
ought ev*n gold might come a day too late j 
his fubtlc death-bed plann'd hislchcme 
are vacancies in church or ftate j 105 

'ocatlon deeming it— to die, 
II. F Unbit 



orriKc acepcr their vile roo 

Still more enamoured of t\ 

Shall our pale, withcr'd hi 

Trembling, at once, with 

With avarice and convul/io 

- Grafping at air ! for what 1 

Man wants but little j nor 

How foon muft he rcfign hi 

Which frugal nature lent hi 

Years unexperienced ru/h on 

And foon at man, expert fn 

The itey of life, it opes the | 

When in this vale of year 

And mifs fuch numbers, nu 

Firmer in hcolth, and greenc 

And ftriaer on their guard, 

To play life's fubtlc game, 1 

1 ftill furvivc i and am I fonc 
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And vapU'f Senfe and Reafon (hew the door. 
Call for my bier, and point mc to the duft. 

thou great arbiter of life and death I 
Nature's immortal, immaterial fun I 
Whofe all'prolific beam late calPd me forth 140 

Prom darknefs, -teeming darknefs, where I lay 
rhe worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The duft I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the fpirit of the golden day, 
^nd triumph in exiftence; and could know 145 

h motive, but my blifs ; and haft ordain'd 
^ rife in blefling I with the Patriarch's joy, 
fhy call I follow to the land unhno*wn \ 

truft in thee, and know in whom I tioift ; 
)rlife, or death, is equal; neither weighs : 150 

ill weight in this — O let me live to thee ! 

Though nature's terrors, tbusj may be repreft ; 
till frowns grim Death 5 guilt points the tyrant's fpear. 
Ind whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Lh me I too long I fet at nought the fwarm 155 

tf friendly warnings, which around mc Hew ; 
Lnd fmird, unfmittcn : fmall my caufe to fmile ! 
death's admonitions, like fhafts upwards fhut, 
lore dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
'hey ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound; 160 

think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it ftings : 
7\io can appeafe its anguifh? how it burns! 
^hat hand the barb'd, invenom'd, thought can draw? 
/"hat healing hand can pour the balm of peace, 
.nd turn my fight undaunted on the tomb ? 165 

F » Witk 



Draw the dire fteel— ah no f tht 

What heart or can fuftain, or < 

There hang* all human hope j 

The falling univtrlc J that gone 

Horror rect:iv6$ u«, and the difr 

Creation had been TmotherM in 

Darlcncfi hit curtain, and hi« l 

When ftarf and fun arc duft bei 

In heaven itfelf can fuch indulge 

O what a groan waf there ( a gt 

He feiz'd o\ir dreadM right j th 

And hcay*d the mountain from i 

A thoufand worldi, fo bought, 

Senfation* ww in angcla bofomt 

Sufpend rhcir fong | and make a 

O for (Mr fong J to reach m> 

Infpire me, Nigk I with all thy 

Whilft I with rerahhi flmr/* r«..«^ 
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ded deity on human weal ?'^ 
^reat truths, which burft the tenfold night 
en error, with a golden flood 
fs day: to feel, is to be fir'd} 
)clicve, Lorenzo! is to feel. 70% 

moft indulgent, raoft tremendous Power! 
e tremendous, for thy wondrous love ! 
IS, which awe more awcful, thy commands; 
I tranfgreflion dips in fevenfold night! 
hearts tremble at thy love immenfc! 205 

mmenfe, inviolably juil! 
ither than thy jujiice ftiould be ftain'd, 
n the Crofs\ and work of wonders far 
.teft, that thy deoieft far might bleed, 
bought! fliall I dare fpcak it, or reprefs? 219 
lan more execrate^ or boaft^ the guilt 
ms'd fuch vengeance ? which fuch love inflamM? 
t(how mountainous !) with out-ftretch'd arms, 
'/V^ and foft-fmiling lonje embrace, 
ig, in full majcdy, thy throne, 215 

em'd Its majefty to need fupport, 
ox man, inevitably loft; 
lit t\iQ fatbcmlcfs of thought divine, 
hour liich expedient from dcfpair, 
we both ? both rcfcuc ! both exalt! 210 

re both exaitnl by the dceJ! 
idrous deed I or iliall I call It v:ore ? 
:v in Omnipotence illl-lf ! 
y no kii to go.U th'^n men! 

F 3 Not 



tinX mercy triumph over— God 1 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious 
A God ail mercy, is a God unj 

Ye brainlcfs wits ! ye baptiz\ 
Ye worle for mending ! wafti'd 
The ranfom was paiti down ; th 
Heaven's inexhauftible, exhaulle 
Am:izin[^, and amaz*d, pour'd i 
All price l)eyond : though curioi 
Archangels iail'd to caft the mig 
Its value vaft, ungrafp*d by min< 
For ever hides, and glows, in th 

And was the ranfora paid ? it 
(What can exalt the bounty mor 
The fun beheld it— no, the fhock 
Drove back his chariot: M'tdnigh 
Not fuch as this j not fuch as nat 
A midnight nature fhudder'd to b 
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With pangs, ftrange pangs! delivered of her dead ? 255 
Hellhowrd j and heaven that hour let fail a tear j 
Heaven wept,that men might fmile ! heaven blcd,that nian 
Might never die ! — — t* 

And is devotion virtue ? 'Tis comfeWd, 
1 What hcartofllunc but glows at thoughts like thcfc ? 160 
Such contemplations mount us \ and (hould mount 
The mind ilill higher; nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd.— Where roll my thoughts 
To reft from wonders ? other wonders rife ; 
And ftrikc where'er they roll : my foul is caught : 265 
Heaven's fovercign blefTmgs, cluftering from the crofs, 
Ruih on her, in a throng, and clofe her round. 
The prifoner of amaze ! — In his blelt life 
I fee the/tf/i&, and in his death tlic /riVr, 
And in his great afcent tlic /roq/'fuprcmc 270 

Of immortality.— And did he rife ? 
Hear, O yc nations ! hear it, O ye dead ' 
He rofc ! he rofe ! he burtl the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye cvcrlafting i^atcsi 
And give the king of glory to come in. 275 

Who is the king of glory ? he who left 
His throne of gloiy, for the pan*;- of death ! 
Lift up your heads, ye cvcria{ling gates '. 
And give the king of glory to come in. 
Who is the king of glory ? he who llevv 280 

The ravenous foe, that gorged all human race 1 
The king of glory, he, whofc glory fill'd 
Heaven with amazement at his love to man 5 

F 4. And 



Took wing, and mounted with 
Then, then, Irofej thenfir/l. 
Triumphant paft the cryftal pc 

(Stupendous gucft!) and feiz'd 

«eizM In o«r name. E'er fmce 

'Jo cail man mortal. Man's n 

Was, then, transferred to death 

UrnUcnMy ihnlW to this frail I 

Thi. child of duft— Man, all-i 

Hail, iicaven ! all lavi/li of ftrai 

Thine all the glory j man's the 

Where am I rapt by this tjiun 

On chiiftian joy's exulting wing 

Th' AfH.ian mount! — Alas! fm 

What if to pain immortal ? if e 

Of beiii^, to preclude a clofe of 

Where, then, my boaft of immo 

Iboaftitftill, though covcr'do'c 
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leep-dipt in blood!) which pierc'd his fide, 
fi there a font for all mankind, 315 

:, who combat crimes, to drink, and live t 
tbiSf fubdues the fear of death, 
lat is this /'—Survey the wondrous cui-c : 
:h ftcp, let higher wonder rile I 
for infinite offence ! and pardon 310 

h means that fpcak its value infinite! 
)n bought with blood! with blood divine I 
ood divine of him, I made my foe! 
I to provoke I though woo*d, and aw*dy 
nd chafti|M, a flagrant rebel ftill ! 315 

, 'midftthc thunders of his throne! 
lone ! a rebel univerfe ! 
:ics up in arms ! not one exempt I 
the foulcft of the foul, he dies, 
/"dy for the redecmM from dcepefl guilt ! 33% 
ur race were held of highelt rank ; 
jdhead dearer, as more kind to man !'* 
every heart I and every bofom, burn I 
fcale of miracles is here! 
round, high planted on the fkies j 335 

ig fummit loft beyond the thought 
r angel 1 O that I could climb 
erful afcent, with equal praifc I 
aw for ever (if aftoniflimcnt 
thee leave) : my praifc! for ever flow; 34.0 
nt, cordial, conltant, to high heaven 
rant, than Aral)ia facrific*d, 
;r fpicy mountains in a flame. 

So 



Oh love of gold 1 thou mcancft 
Shall praife her odours wufle oi 
Embalm the bafe, perfume the 
Earn dirty bread by wafhing M 
Kemoving filth, or fmking it ft 
A ieavengcr in yf^/i«, where o;^ 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, ex 
Their future ornaments ? From 
Return, apoftate praife ! thou V5 
Thou proftitute ! to thy firft lev 
Thy firft, thy greateft, once unr 
There flow redundant} like IV 
Back to thy fountain j to tliat P; 
Who gives the tongue to found, 
The foul to be. Men homage p 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreac 
In mutual awe profound of clay 
Of guilt to guilt } and tarn theii 
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What, night eternal, but a frown from thcc > 
What, hcavcn'3 meridian glory, biitthy fmilc ? 375 
And (hall not praife he thine, not human prnif'c ? 
While heaven's high hoft on hallelujahs live ? 

O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My foul in praile to Him, who gave my foul. 
And all her infinite of prol'pedl fair, 380 

Cut through the iliades of hell, great Lo*ve! by thcc 
Oh mod Adorable ! moft UnadorM ! 
Where Ihall that praile begin, which ne'er fliould end? 
Where'er I txirn, what claim on all applauf'c! 
How is tiiyht's lUble mantle labour'd o'er, 385 

How richly wrought with attributes divine! 
What ivijJom fljines 1 what h've ! this midnight pomp, 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlny'd ! 
Built with divine ambition t nought to thee \ 
For others this pro fufion: Thou, apart, 390 

Above ! beyond I Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? Shill I dive into the deep F' 
Call to the fu/tf or aflc the roaring nuhu/Sf 
For their Creator? Shall I queftion loud 
The thunJcr, if in thatth* Almighty dwells? 395 

Or holtls He furious y?of7«J in ftreightcn'd reins, 
And bids fierce ivhirhvittds wheel his rapid car? 

"What mean thcfe queftions? — Trembling I retra£> } 
My proftrate foul adores the prefent God : 
Praile I a did ant deity ? He tunes 400 

My voice (if tun'd)j the nerve, that writes, fuftains: 
Wrapt in his being, I refound his praife: 
But though pall all diffus'd, without a ihore. 

His 



And rtaiure'j rtiield, t\y. / 
Her di/Iblutioa, \m iufj.c/ 
The £rrcat FirJJ^LrrJ} / p;^ 

Indarlcnerafroincxccfi'ive 

By gods un/ccn, uiile/a ih 

His glory, to rrcntcd glor 

As that to central horrors i 

OnalJ thatrour;i| and fpa 

Though /sr/V/./uiirHiJubcj 

Boundlcr-i creation ! what i 

Amerc tmuviumof his m 

And rhall an atom of this 

Mutter, in duft und /^n, th 

I^own to ihc centre fliouJd J 

Through bed« of glittering 

Their beg^^ar'd blaze wants 

Goc»outind:,rkncru : if, c. 

I fend it throutrli \ \ > 
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.anguid their energy, their ardour cold, 

ndcbtcd ftill, their higheft rapture bums; 435 

ihort of its mark, dcfcclivc, though divine. 

Still more— This theme is man's, and man's alone j 
Their vaft appointments reach it not : they fee 
)n earth a bounty not indulged on high ; 
\nd doiun'ward look for heaven's ru|ierior praile ! 440 
'irft-born of Ether I high in fields of light I 
i^icw man, to fee the gloiy of your God 1 
^oulcl angels envy, they had cnvy'd here-y 
^nd Ibme did envy i and the vcl\, though gods, 
i^ct ftill gods unredcem'^d (there triumphs man, 445 
Tempted to weigh the duft againii the (kies) 
They Icfs would fcclj though more adorn, my theme. 
They Aing Creation (for in that they Ihar'd) : 
iowrofe in melody, that child of love! 
'Station's great fuperior, man! is thine j 450 

Thine is redemption j they julV gave the key t 
Tis thine to raife, and eternize, the fong j 
though human, yet divine \ for fhould not this 
^aifc man o'er man, and kindle feraphs here? 
^^idemption I 't was creation more fuMinic; 455 

Redemption I \ was the labour of tlic ikies ; 
arwor^ than labour— It was tleath in heaven. 
^ truth fo ftrange ! 't were bold to think it true ; 
^ not far bolder ftill to difbelievel 

jF/!fr^paufe,and ponder : was there death in heaven ? 460 
•^hat then on earth ? On earth, which ftruck the blow ? 
i^ho ftruck it ? Who ? — O how is man enlarged 
'en through this medium 1 how the pigmy towers ! 

4 How 



nuw mis demon Itratesy thi 
Of guilt, and clay conden$ 
The double fon j the made, 
And fhall heaven's double ] 
Man's double madnefs onl) 
To man the bleeding crofs 1 
rrhe bleeding crofs has fwoi 
Who gave his life, what gn 
O ye ! who, from this Rock 
Apoftates, plunging headlor 
What cordial joy, what conl 
Whatever winds arife, or bil 
Our intercft in the m after of 
Cling tberCf and in wreck'd ; 
While* vile apoftates tremblev 
Man 1 know thyfelf. All 
.To none man feems ignoble. 
Angels that grandeur, men < 

u I /I •« • 
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ks on That, and fees not in himfelf 
Granger, a tcrreflrial god ? 495 

partner with the Deity 
1 attribute, immortal life ? 
leeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 
I, as I gaze, my mountings foul 
inge fire, Eternity ! at Thee j 500 

the world—or rather, more enjoys t 
M the face of nature ! how improved I 
•J a chaos, (bines a gloiious world, 
world, an Eden ; heightenM all I 
rfcenc! another felf I 505 

Mother, as time rolls along 5 
fclf far more illuftrious ftill. 
g ages, yet roird up in (hades 
>y bold conjc6>urc'8 keencft ray, 
itions of furprifing fate! 510 

r opens, and receives my foul 
fs walks of raptur'd thought I where godi 
and embrace me I What new births 
adventure, foreign to the fun j 
it now charms, perhaps, whatever exifls, 515 
nd fair creation, are forgot 1 
:travagant ? Of man we form 
t conception, to be juft : 
unconfinM wants wings to reach him t 
reach, the Godhead only, more. 510 

;at Father I kindled at one flame 
of rational 8 j one fpirit pourM 
'8 awtful fountain \ pour*d himfblf 

Through 



„ t.iwjti ail imo iiin 

His throne their centre, ar 

Why doubt we, then, t 

Though yet unfung^ as cle< 

Angels arc men of a fuper 

Angels arc men in lighter! 

High o'er celcftial mountai 

And men are angels, loade 

Who wade this miry vale, 

And flippeiy ftep, tiie bott 

Angels their failings, mort 

While Here, of corps ethei 

And fummon'd to the g/oric 

Which flames eternal crimfc 

Nor are our brothers though 

Yet abfentj but not abfent 

Michael has fought our bat; 

Our triumphs j Gabriel on 

• t by t SoveroJtrn . ar.,1 
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•upporter fole of man above himfelf ; 

^'V'n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 555 

Ihe gives the foul a foul that a£l8 a god. 

Wigion! Providence! an After- ftate! 

iere is firm footing j here is folid rock! 

^hij can Aipport us } all is fea befidcs ) 

links under us; beftorms, and then devours. 560 

lis hand the good man fallens on the flcies, 

^nd bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 
Darknefs, and ftench, and fufFocating damps, 
ftjKl dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, difcharg'd, 565 
Climbs fome fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyfian profpe6l8 rife. 
His heart cuxlts, his fpirits caft their load j 
As if new-bom, he triumphs in the change ; 
^ joys the foul, when, from inglorious aims, 570 
And fordid fweets, from feculence and froth 
^f ties terreftrial, fet at large, (he mounts 
^"0 KeafotCs region, her own element, 
breathes hopes immortal, and afFc£lfi the (kies. 

Riligionl thou the foul of happinefs } ^75 

^nd, groaning Calvary, of thee 1 Thne (hine 
f'he nobleft truths; there (trongeft motives lling j 
^here facred violence adaults the foul ; 
^here, nothing but compulfion is forborn. 
'an love allure us j or can terror awe ? 580 

U weeps !— the falling drop puts out the fun ; 
^e fighs— the figh earth's deep foundation ihakes. 
r in his love fo terrible, what then 
Vol. II. Q His 



—J «%/ui o AuiuiiiQn, pieaiurc, 

Wy light in darkncf's! and m 

My boaft through time! blifs 

Eteniity, too fliort to fpeak tl 

Or fathom thy profound of loi 

To man of i»cn tlic mcancft, 

My facri/icc I my God l--wha 

What theaart Thou ? bywhi 

Knew I the name devout arch; 

Devout archangels fliould the ; 

Bymeunrivardj thoufands m 

None half fo dear, as that, whi< 

Still glows at heart : O how oi 

It loft in love ! Thou great Ph 

Father of angels [ but the frier 

I'ike Jacob, fondcft of the you 

Thou, whodidftfavc him, fnatcl 

From out the flames, and qucn. 

Unw art fk^n «l '.i i i 
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^ioiis our fublimeft fong. 
%c naked <u;r7/ obtains thy fmile, 615 

.8 monument of praife unpaid, 
i life (ymphonioui to my ftrain, 
left hymn to heaven I) for ever lie 
nyjear 0/ death I and every fear, 
of every evil, but Thy frown. 620 

ee I yonder, fo demurely fmile ? 
labour, and might break their reft. 
), in homage to the flcies 1 
foft addrcfs ! who mildly make 
ufivc tender of your hearts, 625 

violence ! who halt indeed { 
le bleflTmg, lurefllt not with heaven ! 
my fong too turbulent ? too wann ? 
r, then, the pagans of the foul \ 
le baptizM } alone ordained 630 

hings facred } Oh for warmer ftill ! 
} my zeal, and age benumbs my powers ; 
lumbler heart ! and prouder fong ! 
much-injur*d theme ! with that foft eye 
ted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 635 
to the coldnefs of my breaft j 
n to the winter in my ftrain. 
Id-hcartcd, frozen, formaliftsi 
theme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 
eafon, tranfport temper, here, 640 

n, which gave us ardour, and has (hewn 
>r man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
)th emollients in theology, 

G 1 Recumbent 



l^gh heaven's orcbeflra ci 

Hear I, or dream Ihea 

Sweet to.the foul, and tai 

Soft- wafted on celeftial pi 

Through tht vaft fpacet o 

To chear me in this meJai 

Oh when will death (now 

Admit me of their choir } 

This mouldering, oJd, pa 

Give beings, one in nature 

Oh death divine I that giv 

Gvt^tfutunl gloriouspat 

Andprefintl whenflialll 

From nature's continent, in 

Immenfely bieft, this little 

This dark, incaicerating ci 

Divides us. Happy dayl t 

That manumits; that calls 
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is this m:ikes jt>y a duty to the wife } 

A% impious in a good man to be fad. 675 

See thouy Lorenxo 1 where hangs all our hope > 

ouchM by the Crofs^ we live ; or, more than die ; 

hat touch which touched not angcU j more divine 

ban that which touched confufion into form, 

Jid darknefs into glory } partial touch I 68© 

iefFably pre-eminent regard I 

acred to man, and fovrrcign through the whole 

<ong golden chain of miracles, which hangs 

'rom heaven through all duration, and fupports 

n one illuftrious and amazing plan, 685 

Thy welfare, nature I and tiiy God's renown j 

That touch, with charm celelVial, heals the foul 

DiTcasMy drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 

Turns earth to heaven, to heavenly thrones transforin* 

rhe ghaftly ruins of the mouldering tomb. 690 

Deft a(k me when ? When he who dy'd returns j 
Returns, how changM 1 Where then the man of woe ? 
[n glory^s terrors all the Godhead burns j 
^d all his courts, exha\iftcd by the tide 
^f deities triumphant in his train, 69$ 

Uave a (lupendous folitude in heaven ; 
Replcnifh'd foon, rcplcnifh'd with incrcafe 
^f pomp, and multitude; a radiant band 
Df angels new; of angds from ihc tomb. 

Is this by fancy thrown remote j and rife 700 

Dark doubts between the promifc and event ? 
[fend thee not to volumes for thy cure j 
(lead Nature J Nature is a friend to iiuth j 

U 3 Kutuie 



Through depths of ether J coafl 
Of more than folar glory j d 
Heaven's mighty cape j and 1 
From th« long travel of a the 
Thus, at the dellin'd period, 
He, once on earth, who bids 
Ami, with Him, /i/Zourtriuj 
. Nature is dumb on this imj 
Or hope precarious in low wh 
Faith fpeaks aloud, diftinft j < 
But turn, and dart into the 6i 
Faith builds a bridge acrofs th 
To break the (hock blind natu 
And lands thought fmoothly < 
Death's terror is the mountain 
That mountain barrier betwtei 
*Tis faith difarms deftruftion j 
From every clamorous charge. 
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ve thou with life j lire dearer of the two. 

tzt I the blefled Crofs, by fortune ftamp'd 735 

1 paiCve nature, before thought was born f 

y birth's blind bigot ! fir'd with local zeal I 

> ; rea/M re-baptis'd me when adult j 

eigh*d true, and faife, in her impartial fcale; 

y heart became the convert of my head ; 740 

nd made that choice, which once was but my fate. 

On argument alone my faith is built:'* 

a/on puriucd \% faith ', and, unpurfued 

'here proof invites, 'tis reafon, then, no more : 

nd fuch our proof, That, or our faitb is right, 745 

r reajbn lies, and heaven deiign'd it ^wrong : 

bfolve we This ? What, then, is blafphemy ? 

Fond as we arc, and juftly fond, of faith, 

tafin, we grant, demand* our firft rcgaid j 

he mother honoured, as the daughter deai*. 750 

fafofi the root, fair faith is but the flower § 

he fading flower fliall die ; but reafon lives 

^mortal, as her Father in the flcics. 

%n faith is virt\ie, reafon makes it fo. 

%ng not the Chriftian ; think not reafon ^virrj : 755 

is reafon our great Mafler holds fo deai* j 

is reafon" s injur'd rights His wrath refents 5 

is reafon 5 voice ol>ey'd His glories crown 5 

) give loft reafon life, He pour'd his own : 

licvc, and flicw the reafon of a man j 760 

licve, and tafte the pleafure of a God ; 

lieve, and look with triumph on the tomb : 

irough reafon" s wounds alone thy faitb can die j 

G 4 Wl ich 



Otathi terror heightened, 
Thtft pompoui Tons of re 
•And viiify'd at once J of, 
Then deif/d, as nionarchi 
What eondua plantt prow 

^i^i^^-Zoveo/truiA through 

rhtydraw/r/4'//'curtaini 

.^piJcfc up rhtir inch of rcafc 

Oi pMiofaphic wit, r^Z/Vy 

^nd then, wcuJting in their 

'' iJehoId the fun r and, I 

J^^^ ih^y of morals F O 

Thou maker of ;,/w morals 

The ^A-tf/,^ morality it Jove c 

A» wife as Socrates, if fuch 

(Nor wiij they ^ate of that 

f*'wifiajSocr^tt%, might j, 

i he definition of a modern f 
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to fenfe ! ye citizens of earth ! 
alone the Chriftian banner fly) 795 

howr wife your choice, how great your gain ? 
s pi6lure of earth's happieft man : 
s hit mi(kf it comes j he fends it back, 
ys, he call'd ano^ner ) that arrives, 
he fame welcome ; yet he ftill calls on j too 
r calls him, who varies not his call, 
ids him faft, in chains of darknefs bound, 
ture dies, and judgment fets him free; 
torn far leis welcome than his chain.'* 
Dt man happy j grant him happy longi S05 
Vs higheft prize her lateft hourj 
-, (b late, is nimble in approach, 
: a pod, comes on in full career 1 
the ihuttle flies, that weaves thy fliroud 1 
die fable of thy former years ? .810 

own the gulph of time ; as far from Thee 
ad ne'er been thine ; the day in hand, 
d (Iruggling to get loofe, is goings 
V poffefsM, fo fuddenly 'tis gone j 
fwift moment fled, is death advanced 8 x 5 
as fwift: Eternity is All j 
e Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 
»r ever in the font of blifs 1 
afking in the Deity ! 

who ? — Thy confcience fliall reply. 820 

t leave to fpeak j 't will fpeak ere long, 
unafk'd : Lorenzo ! hear it now, 
111 its advice, its accent mild. 

By 



Though fiJent long, and (\ 

Smothcr'd with errors, an( 

That heaven-commi/fionM 

But, from her cavern in th 

Like him they fable under 

The goddefs, burfts in thu 

Loudly convinces, andfeve 

Dark i/,tmoM I difcharge, a 

The keen vibration of bri t] 

Juft definition I though by 

Yc deaf to truth i perufc th 

And truft, for once, a prop 

«' Men may live fools, but 
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NIGHT THE FIFTH. 
HE RELAPSE. 

T O T H E 
HT HON. THE EARL OF LITCHFIELD. 

R E N Z O ! to recriminate is juft. 
Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air. 

int the man is vain who writes for praife. 

fc no man e'er deferv'd, who fought no more. 

8 juft thy fecond charge, I grant the Mufe 5 

often bluflit at her degenerate fons, 

lin'd hy fenfe to plead her filthy caufc} 

raife the low, to magnify the mean, 

1 fubtilize the grofs into refin'd : 

f to magic numbers' powerful charm 10 

as given, to make a civet of their fong 
:ene, and fweeten ordure to perfume, 
a true pagan, deifies the brute, 
1 lifts our fwioe-enjoyments from the mire. 
he fafl notorious, nor obfcure the caufe. 15 

wear the chains of pleafurcy and of pride. 
! /hare the man ; and thefe diftra6l him too; 
V different ways, and claih in their commands. 
e, like an eagle, builds among the ftars j 
pleafure, lark--like^ nefts upon the ground. ao. 

Joys 



*i» luuucjopDijrry s laborious forge, 
fVit hammers out a reafon netvu, tha 
To fordid fcenes, and meets them ^ 
Wit calls the graces the chafte zone 
Nor lefs than a plump god to fill the 
A thoufand phantoms, and a thouf: 
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delii 
To fafcinate, inebriate, lay afleep. 
And the fbol'd mind delightfully cc 
Thus that which fhockM thejudgmi 
That which gave prick offence, no i 
PUafure and pride^ by nature morta 
At war eternal, which in man fhall 
By iviVs addrefs, patch up a fatal p 
And hand in hand lead on the rank 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and g 
Artf curfcd art ! wipes off th' indeb 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes e' 
■Mo« r*«:u- : ..... 
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an powers of genius exorcife their page, 

lid confecrate enormities with fong ? 
But let not thefe inexpiable drains 

ondemn the Mufe that knows her dignity ; 

or meanly ftops at time, but holds the world 55 

^t *tis, in nature*s ample field, a point, 

L point in her efteem ^ from whence to ftart, 

Lnd nm the round of univcrfal fpacc, 

?o vifit Being univerfal there, 

Lnd Being's Source, that utmoft flight of mind 1 60 

Tet, fpite of this fo vaft circumference, 

^ell knows, but what is moraif nought is great* 

^mgjyrens only ? Do not angels fmg ? 

There is in fofjy a decent pride. 

Which well becomes her when (he fpeaks to profif, 65 

Her younger filler } haply, not more wife. 
ThinlL*ft thou, Lorenzo I to find pailimes here f 

Ko guilty paflion blown into a flame, 

^0 foible flattered, dignity difgrac'd, 
^0 fairy field of Action, all on flower, 70 

Ko ndnbow colours, beret or filken tale : 
But folemn counfels^ images of awe, 
*^rutbst which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, through thefe revolving fphcres, 
This death-deep filence, and incumbent ihade t 75 
^ougbtjf fuch as ihall rcvifit your lafl: hour ^ 
Viiit uncaird, and live when life expires $ 
And thy dark .pencil, midnight ! darker ftill 
Iq melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 
Yet this, even tbis^ my laughter -loving friends ! 8d 

Lorenzo ! 



ift ample recompence } is more t 
But chiefly thine» O Litchfield I 
Think not un-introduc'd I forci 
Naiciflfa, not unknown, not uni 
By virtue, or by blood, illuftric 
To thee, from blooming amara, 
Where all the language harmtm) 
Uncaird, and aiks admittance f< 
A Mufe that will not pain thee ^ 
Thy praife ihe drops, by nobler i 
O Thou I Bleft Spirit I lubetk 
Great antemundane Father I in > 
Embryo creation, unborn being, 
And all its various revolutions n 
Prefent, though future } prior to 
Whofe breath can blow it into no 
Or, from his throne fome delcgal 
Who, ihidious of our peace, dof 
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rhroiigh plcafing paths of Moral^ and dMHe^ 
\y thcc I'uiVainM, and lighted by the btars. 

By tbem bed lighted are the paths of thought ; 
Vigbts are thcirV^yj, their moft illumined hours. 
^jr day, the foul, o'crhorne by life's career, 115 

'tunn'^d by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
teelft far from reaibn, joiUed by the throng. 
Ky day the foul is paiTivc, all her thoughts 
mpos'd, precarious, broken ere mature. 
^j ftigbt, from objefls free, from paflion cool, izo 
Thoughts uncontroPd, and unimprefsM, the births 
>f pui-e elc6lion, arbitrary range, 
fot to the limits of one world confined ; 
tut from ethereal travels light on earth, 
kt voyagers drop anchor, for repofe. 115 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
)f feathered fopperies, the Tun adore : 
"iarknefs has more divinity for me j 
t ftrikes thought inward ; it drives back the foul 
To fettle on Herfelf, our point fupremc t 1 30 

There lies our theatre I there fits our judge. 
larknefs the curtain drops o'er life's dull fcenc ; 
Tis the kind hand of Providence l^rctcht out 
Twixt man and vanity ; 'tis reafotCs reign, 
Ind «vlrtiWs too j thcfe tutelary fhade^ 135 

Vre man's ajylum from the tainted throng. 
^ight is the good Tt\2xC% friend, znd guardian too; 
t no Icfs re/cues viiiue, than injpircs, 

Firtue, for ever frail, as fair, below, 
ler tender nature fufters in the croud, 14.0 

Nor 



Unthought before, or fix a for 

Nor is it ftrange : light, motion 

All, fcatter us abroad j thougl 

Negleaful of our home affairs, 

In fume and diffipation, quiu 

And leaves the breaft unguardi 

Prefent example geto within . 

And aas with tiouble force, by 

Ambition fires ambition 5 lo^g q, 

Strikes, like a peftilence, from 

Xiot, pride, perfidy, blue vapou 

And inhumanity is caught from 

From frailing man, A flight, 

And fliot at random, often has 

A fudden fever, to the throbbir 

Of en'vy, rancour, or impure di 

We fee, we hear, with peril 5 yi 

mote from multitude \ the wo 
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cred (hade, and folitude, what is it ? 
elt prefence of the Deity, 
he faults we flatter when alone, 
in her allurements, is ungilt, 
s, like other objefls, black by night. 175 
an Atheift half- believes a God. 
s fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 
cious moon, through every diftant age, 
a lamp to tui/Jom, and let fall, 
f/Z^i/fonV eye, her purging ray. iSo 

d Athenian, he who woo*d from heaven 
f the fair, to dwell with men, 
.1 their manners, not inflame their pride, 
if his head, as fearful to molcft 
iring mind, the flars in filence Hide, 185 

1 all gazing on their future guefl, 
bliciting his ardent fuit 
^e audience t all the live-long night, 
thought, and rootionlefs, he (hinds j 
i his theme, or poflure, till the fun 190 

-unkard rifmg rofy from the main !) 
his nobler intelleftual beam, 
:8 him to the tumult of the world, 
icious moments ! ftoPn from the black wafte 
er'd time ! Aufpicioutt midnight ! hail I 195 
Id excluded, every paflion hufh, 
i*d a calm intercourfe with heaven, 
(bul fits in council ; ponders paJ9, 
t% future a£lion j fees, not feels, % 
lous life, and reaibns with the ftorm } soo 
II. H All 



But droop by daj, and ficJa 

Tbomgbt boiTowt li^t elfcwi 

Fountain of animation ! wh< 

Urania, mj ccieftia] gueft ! i 

Nightly to Fifit mc, fo mean 

Confcious bow necdfbl difcif 

From pJeafing daUiance with 

My wandering thought recall 

Far other beat of heart ! Nar 

Or if it feeble nature calls nu 

And brp^ my fpirit into gri 

If it a Stygian vapour in my 

A cold, (low puddle, creepin 

Or is it thus with all men >— 

What are we ? How unequal ! 

And now we fink ; to be thc^ 

Our prefcnt proweis. Dearly 

For lodging ill j too dearly rei 
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r utmoft ftrength, when down, to rile again i 
d not to jieU, though beaten, all our praife. 
Tis vain to fcek in men for more than man. 
ough proud in promifc, big in previous thought, 
perUnce damps our triumph, I, who late, 235 

lerging from the fhadows of the grave, 
here grief detained mc prifoncr, moimting high, 
irew wide the gates of everlading day, 
id caird mankind to glory, (hook off pam^ 
)rtality ihook off, in aether pure, 140 

id ftruck the ftars ; noav feel my fpirits fail j 
ley drop me from the zenith ; down I rufli, 
ke him whom fable flcdg'd with waxen wings, 
forrow drovvn'd— but not in forrow loft. 
3w wretched is the man who never mourn'd! 14? 
live for precious pearl xnforro-w^s fti-eani : 
it i'o tlitr tlioiightlcfs man that only grieves : 
akes all tlic torment, and rcje6ls the gain 
neftimuble g:iin !) and gives heaven leave 
o make him but more wrctchi'd, not more wife. 2^0 
If wilciom is our lelfon (and what cl(b 
moMts man ? what clfc have angels learnt?) 
nef! more proficients in thy fchool are made, 
han gcuius, or protui Uarn'tNp;, e'er could boalt. 
jracious learning, ofien over-foel, 255 

igefts not into Unfe her motley meal, 
his book-Cliff, with dark booty almoft burll, 
'h\s forager on otiicrs' wifdom, leaves 
!er native farm, her rcafon, quite untill'd. 
l^ith mixt manure (he furfeits the rank foil, 2 6a 

H 2 Duii^^'u, 



^BB^e^^ 



It pleads exemption from th 

Confiders reafon as a Jeveler 

And fcorns to fliare a ble/Tin 

That wife it could be, thinki 

T^o glory, and to.pleafure gh 

Craffus but fleeps, Ardelio i 

^fdom lefs fliudders at a foe 

But nvifdom fmiles, when 1 

WhenyZ^rrow wounds the brea 

And hearts obdurate feel her 

Her feed ccleftial, then, glad 

UtT golden harveft triumphs 

If fo, Narciffa ! welcome my 

I '11 raife a tax on my calamii 

And reap rich compenfation f 

I '11 range the plenteous intell 

And gather every thought of 

To chafe the moral maladies c 
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hefe choicely culPd, and elegantly i-ang'd, 
lall form a garland for Narciflfa's tomb ) 
ndy peradventure, of no fading flowers. 
Say on what themes (hall puzzled choice defccnd .' 
Th' importance of contemplating the* tombj 195 
Why men decline itj fu'tcides foul birth j 
The various hind of grief \ tht faults of age ; 
And dtathi's dread charaSler — invite my font; '* 
And, firft th' importance of our end lurvcy'd. 
riends counfcl quick difmilTion of our gikf : 300 

lirtaken kindntla I our hearts heal toofoon. 
Ire tbey more kind than be^ who fti-uck the blow ? 
Vho bid it do his errand in our hearts, 
Lnd banifh peace, till nobler guejls arrive, 
Ind bring it back, a true and endlcfs peace ? 305 

Calamities zre friends: As glaring </^y 
)f thcfe unnumber'd luftrcs robs our fight} 
^rofperity puts out uimumbcrM thoughts 
)f imjK)rt high, an<l li^ht divine, to man. 
The man how bkft, who, Tick of gaudy fcencj., 310 
Scenes apt to thrull between Us and Ouiftlvc*!) 
8 led by choice to lake his favourite walk, 
Jcnealli </^<7//;'/ gluoiny, filtnt, c)prcli> fludcji, 
Jnpierc'd l>y vanity's t'untallic vwy j 
To read his monuiiRnt'.., to wrloh his ilu/t, 31 ^ 

/ifit his vaiilu, ami dwell aino'u; the to:nbi ! 
Lorenzo 1 read with iuc Nircilla's lh,nt' \ 
[Narcilla wi.s tliy i'lvourlti) K'l u; rc:ul 
Htr mond i^nnc ; f - w (lo(J>(>rti preach To v^^•ll j 
Few oralois ib leiuKrly can U/Ui.h '-ti 

iJ J 1 ;r 



i>ee from her tomb, as fron 

"^ruth, radiant goddefs ! fallic 

And puts delufiofCs du/ky trail 

JJ^i^pels the mifts our i\Axxy pa 

From objeas low, terreftrial,' 

And Ihews the r^^?/eftimate ol 

Which no man, unafflfaed, e 

Pulls off the veil from -uiriue-s 

^eteas temptation in a thoufar 

^yuth bids me look on men, a 

And all they bleed for, as the 

l^nven by the whirlwind : ligh 

I widen my horizon, gain new 
See thmgs invifible, h^\ things 
Am prefent with futurities ; th 
To man fo foreign, as the joys 
Nought fo much his, as thofeb 
^No/5i7j. keeps its colour in b^ 
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T tuorUfy imfdonif and di*vine? 
t waning, and the waxing moon% 
pty loorldly wifdom every day ; 
7 day more fair her rival fliincs. 
tevt there \ Icfs time to play the fool. 355 
whole term for wifdom is expired 
now*/l (he calls no council in the grave) : 
'lading fool is writ in fire, 
vifdom wafls us to tl)c fkics. 
•rldly fchcmcs rcfemble Sibyls' leaves, 360 
d man's days to Sibyls' books compare, 
:nt ftory read, thou know* ft tlie talc) 
dill rifmg, as in number Icfs, 
ble quite his final hour, 
t who thrones can ofFcr, offer thrones j 365 
t worlds the purchafe ciinnot pay. 
t me die his death l" all nature cries, 
live his life." — All nature faultcrs there. 
It phyfician daily to confult, 
mune wiih x\\q graaje^ our only cure. 370 

grave prefcrjbcs the beft ?— A friend's j and )tt, 
friend's grave how foon we difcngagc 1 
the dearcft, as his marble, cold, 
c friends raviftit from us ? 'Tis to bind, 
affection's tycs, on human hearts, 375 

>ught of death, which rtafotty too fupine, 
tnployM, io riirely f.tftcns there. 
!"on, nor .ifTvclion, no, nor boih 
id, can break the witchcrafts of the world. 
, th' inexoruble hour at hand I -^80 

Jl 4. ' Bchv.ld, 



of blind imprudence, untxj^iied ftill 

Though mimcroiii mcflcnger* are fent 

To warn hie great arrival. What the 

The wondrous caufe, of this myftcric 

All heaven looks down aftonilkM at tl 

U it, that life has fown her joys (o 

Wc can't thruft in a fingle care bctwe 

U It, that life has fuch a fwarm of a 

T lie thought of death can't enur for 

Is it, that time ftcals on with downy 

Nor wakes indulgence from her goldci 

ro'day is (o YiVtyeJierday, it cheats j 

Wc take the lying filter for the fame. 

Life glides away, Lorenzo 1 like a b 

For ever changing, unjHjrcciv'd the c 

In the fame brouk none ever bath'd \ 

'Jo the fame life none ever twice aw< 

We call the brook the fame } the fan 



THE COMPLAINT, Night V. 105 

In life embarkM, we fmoothly down the tide 

Of time defcend, but not on time intent ) 

AmusM, unconfcioiis of the gliding wave } 

Till on a fuddeii we perceive a /hock 5 

We fbrt, awake, look out j what fee we there? 415 

Our brittle bark it burft on Charon*s fhorc. 

In this the caufe tiifoth flies all human thought } 
Or it xijuiigmtntt by the *will ftruck blind. 
That domineering miftrefs of the foul \ 
Like bim fo iirong, by Dalilah the fair? 420 

Or is it /ear turns ftartled rea/on back, 
From looking down a precipice fo fteep ? 
Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wifely placed. 
By nature, confcious of the make of man. 
A dreadful- friend it in, a terror kind, 415 

A flaming fword to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in life's moft fmiling hour, 
The gooJ man would repine j \70M\Afuffer joys, 
And burn impatient for his prorois'd ikies. 
The btidy on each pun£lilious pique of pride, 439 

Or gloom of humoiu', would give rage the rein ; 
Bound o>r the barrier, ru(h into the dark. 
And mar the fchemcs of Providence below. 

What groan was that, Lorenzo ?— Furies ! rife \ 
And drown in your lei's execrable yell 435 

Britannia's fhaine. There took her gloomy flight, 
On wing impetuous, a black fullen ibul> 
Blaflcd from hell, with horrid luft of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altamont, 
So caird, fo thought— And then he fled tht* flcld. 440 

Lcls 



But thou be Oiock'd, whil 

Oi fdf.aJfaiUt, cxpofctUcnK 

And bid abhoiraue jiifi w ro 

Blame not thy i,\\vn^^ uoj d^j 

The i'un \% innocent, iJiy c\\s^ 

Iwmora/ clim^i kind nature n 

The caufc I fmp;, in Eden mi 

And proves, It ii thy folly, i 

The /oul of man (let man 

Who names his y^i^/;, anativ 

High-bom, and Tree, her free 

Vniold, unmortgaged for ^^r/ 

Th' illuflrious Granger, in thi 

Liicc ftrangcrs, jealous of her 

Studious of home, and ardent 

Of earib fufpicious, farth'j in 

Wiih cool rt(ei-vc light touchii 

On immortality, her godlike ta 
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Their rich revcrfion, and (what HiareB xin fate) 4/0 

Their niit'ivc freedom, to the prince who fwaya 

This nether world. And when his payinenti {m\, 

When his foul badcet gorges them no nioi^, 

Or their palPd palates loath tl)e batket full } 

Are inilantly, with wild demoniac rage, 47 5 

For hreakiji^ all the chains of Providence, 

And biirlhng their confinement ; though fad bairM 

By laws divine and human { guarded ftrong 

With torrors doubled to defend the pal's, 

The blue kcil, naturii or dire guilt can raife { 480 

And moated round with fathomlefs de^ru^toHf 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons I is the caufe^ to you unknown. 
Or worfc, o'crlook'd \ o'erlook\l by raagiftrates, 
thus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 48$ 

Is madnefs ; but the madnefs of the heart. 
And what is that > Our utmoll bound of guilt. 
A fenfual, unrefle^ing life, is big 
With monrtrous births, and Suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 490 
Heaven* s law fupreme, and defperatcly rulh 
Through facred nature's murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they never think of death, they die. 
Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain. 
At once to ihun, and meditate, his end. 495 

When by the bed of languifluuent we fit, 
(The feat of fwifdom I if our choice, not fate) 
Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguifli hang, 
Wipe the cold dew> or flay the finking head» 

Number 



How read we men ihq iccncs : ^a.o .w.. 
In pcrfeft vengeance ? No ; in pity fei 
To melt him down, like wax, and th 
Indelible, death's image on his hcait 5 
Bleeding for others, trembling for hin 
We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we 
The mind turns fool, before the chee! 
Our quick-rctumingy^/// cancels all ; 
As the tide niOiing rales what is writ 
In yielding fands, and fmooths the let) 

Lorenzo ! haft thou ever weigh *d a 
Or ftudy'd the philofophy of tears ? 
(A fcience, yet unlc£hir'd in our fch 
Haft thou defcended deep into the bn 
And feen their fource ? If not, dcfce 
And trace tiiefe briny rivulets to thci 

Our funeral tears from different ca 
As if from feparate dfterns in the fo 
"^ " *- • i.:..j, *-\%t^%r (Kfyw. From 
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^ofcs* fmittcn rock, gufli out amain. 530 

ircep to fliare the fate of the deccai*d| 
h in merit, and to them lb dear, 
dwell on praifrs, which they think they (hare { 
lius, witliout a bJufh, commend themfelvei. 
mourn, in proof, that ibmetliing tliey could 
ve t 535 

veep not to relieve their grief, but^^w. 
/eep in perfect juilice to the dead, 
ifcious all their love is in arrear. 
lifchicvouOy weep, not unappriz'd, 

fometimcs, aid the con4ueft of an eye, 549 
Arhat addrcfs the foft Ephefiajis draw 
fable net-work o'er entangled hearts 1 
ti through cryftal, how their rofcb glow, 
L quid pearl v\x\\% trickling down their cheek? 
'8 not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 545 

Ing gems, herfelf difTolv'd in love, 
'.ep at deaths abilra^Ud from the dsad^ 
:lebrate, like Charles, their own deceafe. 
d conilrudlion fomc are danCd to weep, 
; a decent veil conceals their joy. 550 

: weep in earneft, and yet weep in vain } 
p in indifcretion, as in woe. 

blind pafTion ! impotently pours 

that del'ei've more teai's } while rtafon deeps } 
es like an idiot, unconcerned } 555 

mprehends the meaning of the ftorm \ 

not it fpeaks to her^ and her oIqm* 
\als all forrow are beneath. 

That 



Far as the deep rcfounding 
The dreadful news, and hi 
No grain of fwi/Hom pzys t, 
Half-round the globe, tl 
Arc fpent in watering van it 
In maiWing folly flourish ftill 
When the fick foul, her wo 
Reclines on earth, and forn 
In (lead of learning, there, i 
Though there thrown down 
Without heaven*8 aid, impa 
She crawls to the next ihrub 
Though from the (lately ccd 
With ftalc, forfwom embrac 
The fti*angcr weds, and blol 
In all the fruitlefs fopperies > 
Prefcnts her loeed, well fane 
And raffles for the death^s A. 
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Not fuch, Narciflb, my <lirtrel'« for Thcc. 

I 'Jl mnJce an altur of thy facred tomb, 590 

To facrifice to wilUom. What waft Thoti ? 

" Toun^f gaji ?iV\i\J'ortunatir Kach yields a theme. 

ril dwell on each, to fhim thought more icvcrc \ 

(Heaven knows I labour with fcvcrcr ftill !) 

I '11 dwell on each, and quite cxhauft thy death. 595 

A foul without rcfle^Hon, like a pile 

Without inhabitant, to ruin r\ms. 

And, firft, thy youth. What fj^ys it to grey hairs I 
NarciHa, I 'm become thy pupil woav— 
Early, bright, tranfient, cha^c, an morning dew, 600 
She fparkled, was exhaPd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has fnow'dj yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft) nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Covcfd with ftiame I fpcak it, of^e fcvere 
Old worn-out vice fels dowtt for virtue fair j 605 

With gracelefs gravity, chaftiiing youth, 
That youth chaltis'd lurpading in a fault, 
Father of all, forgetfulnefs of death : 
As if, like obje6h prefling on the fight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be frcn : 610 

Or, that life's loan time ripen 'd into right j 
And men might plead prcfcription from tlie grave j 
Death Icfs, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathlcfs ? far from it I fuch are dead already j 
Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave. 615 

Tell mc, fome god I my guardian angel I tell, 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age 'iwixt us ami death 

Already 



Vruund us falling; wounded oft ourfelvesj 
fhough bleeding with our wounds, immorts 
A^e Ice time's furrows on anotlier's brow, 
.^nd death intrenched, preparing his afTault; 
Mow few themfclves in that juft mirror feel 
Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong ! 
There death is certain ; doubtful here : he m 
And footi.i we may, within an age, expire. 
Though grey our heads, our thoughts and aim 
Like damaged clocks, whofe hand and bell 
Foilj fmgs Six, while Nature points at Twc 
Abfurd longevity ! More, more, it cries \ 
More life, more wealth, more trafli of evci 
And wherefore mad for more, when rclifti I 
ObjeSl, and appetite, muft club for joy; 
S\i2d\ Jolly labour hard to mend the bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that ftrike us from <witbQ 
While nature is relaxing every ftring ? 
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r ^ giMy it, to wi/b to die* 

nfkuprai/if wn^fr§mi/n it tppltudt €50 

-e, ftlid pitmiiiet mir fut blifi. 

weakneft fte n6t chil< n their fiiti f 

-cUmt^ricAl tMbrdit 

laii^d authority, to faults of youth, 

locking! It makes folly thrice a fool 1 6$$ 

ur firft childhood might oyr laft de^^ife* 

md ^am is alt that age can hope. 

ig but nmfiiom gives thtjlr/fi the lajtp 

ig, but the riptUi $f biimg wfi, 

urs both 4 our age is quite vndone. 6^ 

at folly jcan be ranker } Like our (hadowf, 

iflies lengthen, as our fun declines. 

Ih (hoyld loiter, thgn, this fide the gra««. 

sirts fhould leave the world, before the knell 

for our carcafes to mend the foil* ^^5 

h to live in tempeft, die in porti 

ould fly concourfe, cover in retreat 

s of Jtu^mititi and the tviWt fubduei 

ihough^l on the (alent, fulemn fliore 

It vaft ocean it muft (ail Co foon ; 6y^ 

ut good-nvtrkj on board ) juid wait the wind 

hortly blows us into worlds unknown { 

Mf/S^rVtoo, a dreadful fccne I 

fhould be prophets to themlelvesi forefte 

future fate ; their future fate foretafte { 67$ 

irt would wade the bittemefs of death. 

fougbt of death alone, the/r«r dcftroys. 

fFe6lion to that pi*ecious thought 

.. XI. I li 



The grand machine ! that heaves us 
And rears us into men. That thou 
Will foon reduce the ghaftly prtcipU 
O'cr-hangi.ig hell, will foftcn the dc 
And gently (lope our paflage to the [ 
How warmly to be wifh'd 1 What he 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite ? Wha 
Beyond tlie blacked brand of cenfure 
(To fpeak a language too luell knowi 
Would at a moment give its All to cl 
Ar\i\Jiamp the die for an eternity ? 

Aid me, NarciiTa ! aid me to keep 
With deftitiy \ and ere her fcifl'ars cut 
My thread of life, to break this toug 
Of moral death, that ties me to the ¥ 
Sting thou my (lumbering remfon to fe 
A thouglit of obfervation on the foe j 
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Muft T t\kttifir<ward only look for death f 
€ackauarJ I turn mine eye, and find him there. 710 
Man it a itlf-furvivor every year. 
Man, like a dream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death *• a dtllroycr of quotidian prey. 
My youth t my noo/t'tUe, His j my yejferday | 
The bold invader fharcs the pre/hit hour. 715 

Each moment on the former fliuts the grave. 
While man is growing* life is in decreafu j 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birth is nothing but our death begun i 
At tapers wafte, that inftant they take fire. 726 

Shall we then fear, leii that Ihould come to pnfs, 
Which comes to pafs each moment of our lives * 
If fear we muft, let thdt death turn us pale, 
Which mwrdcn flreftgth and ardour ^ what remainn 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 715 
Ye partners of my fault, and ray decline I 
Thoughtlefs of death, but when your neighbour's knell 
(Rude vifitant I) knocks hard at your dull fcnic, 
And vnxk its thunder Icarce obtains your earl 
Be death your theme, in everyplace and hour; 7^^o 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires ! 
A brother tumb to tcil you ye Hiall die. 
That death you dn^ad (lb great is nat\irc*« flLill !) 
Know, you fhall court before you fliall enjoy. 

But you arclearn'd j in volumes, deep you fitj 735 
In wif<tom, (hallow : pompous ignorance 1 
Would you be (till more learned than the learnM > 
Learn well to kiiow how much need not be knowr, 

1 i .^l 
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Of indilpenfable, eternal fruit } 
Fruit, on which mortals iieeding, 
And xlive inJcuHce for dilbnguil] 
Di(honeft fomentation of your pi 
Sinking 4n yiftiic, as you rife in 
Your learning, \ikt,^Junar^ 
Light, but not heat 5 it leaves y 
Frozen at heart, while fpeculatioi 
Awake, ye curious indagators \ 
Of knowing all, but what avaih 
If you would learn death's cbara 
AU cafts of conduft, all cfegreei 
.All dies of fortune^ and all date 
Together fliook in his impartial 
Come forth at random : pr, if c 
JThejchoicc is <\xm JarcaJHct an 
AU bpld gonjeftijre, and fond fa 
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The feeble wrap th' athletic in his fhroud 5 

And weeping fathers build their childrens tomb : 770 

Me Thine, Narcifla !— What though (hort thy date ? 

Virtue^ not rolling funs, the mind matures. 

That life it long, which anfwers life's great end. 

The time that betrt no fruit, defcrves no name ) 

The man of wifdom is the man of years. 775 

In hoary youth Methufalems may die ; . 

how mifdatid on their flattering tombs 1 
t^zxcifSa^t youth has le€lur'd me thus far. 

And can \ittgaii1y give counfel too } 

That, like the Jews fam'd oracle of gems, 78^ 

Sparkles inftru^lion } fuch as throws new light. 

And opens more the cbaraSiir of lUatb \ 

111 known to thee, Lorenzo 1 Tbu thy vaunt } 

** Give death his due, the wietched, and the old $ 

'< £v*n let him fweep his rubbiih to the grave }. 785, 

^ Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 

^' But own man born to lvv4 as well as Me,^^ 

Wretched and obi thon giv'ft him \ young and gay 

He takes \ and plunder is a tynnt's joy. 

Wi«t if I prove, " That farthcft from ihtfearp 790 

" Arc often neareft to the Jlroke of Fate r 

All, more than common, menaces an* end. 
Ablaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers ihould emit a flame, 
QUd fpiriu fparkled from Narciflk's eye, 795 

And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppofites wage endlefs w^. 
For this offencci at treafon to the deep 

2 ) lAvioIablt 
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To plant the foul on her eternal 
In awcful expectation of our cnc 
^hus runs death's dread commiif 
**. As moll alarms the livinjj by 
Jlencc Jfratagem delights him, a 
And cruel fport with man's fecv 
Not fimple conqueil, triumph is 
And, where leaft fear'd, th«rc a 
^his proves my bold aflertion no 
What are bis arts to lay our f 
Tihcrian arts his purpofes wrap 
In deep diHimulation's darkeft n 
Like princes unconfeft in foreigr 
Who travel under cover, death i 
The name and look of life, and 
He takes all ihapes that ferve hii 
Though matter of a wider cmpi: 
Than that, o'er which the Rom: 
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familiar wear, and fleck diCgiiirc. 
d the rofy bloom he loves to lurk, Sjor 

ibufli in a fmile $ or wanton dive 
tiples deep j love's eddies, which draw in 
ry hearts, and link them in dcipair. 
on NarciflVs couch he loiterM long 
own; and, when dete6\cd, iWW was feen 835 
tile j fuch peace has innocence in death ! 
happy they 1 whom lealt his arts deceive, 
ye on iUath, and one full fix'd on heaven, 
nes a mortal, and immortal man. 
on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous fpy, 840 

ben, or dreamt I faw, the tyrant tirefj ; 
)y his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 
Mule, for thou remember*^, call it back, 
fhew Ix>renzo the furpriling fcene j 
/as a dream, his genius can explain. 845 

A'as in a circle of the gay I ftcod. 
f would have entered ; Nature pufhM him back ; 
)rted by a doftor of renown, 
oint'hc gained. Then artfiilly difmifl 
Hige 5 for death defign'd to be conceal'd. 85a 

ive an old vivacious ufurer 
leagre afpc£l, and his naked bones j 
ititude for plumping up K\^ prey, 
mpcr^d Jpendth rift ', whofe fantaftic air, 
-fafhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 855 

ok in change, and uncVrneath the pride 
jftly linen, tuck'd bir fiUliy (hroud. 
rooked bow he ftraiten'd to a cane j 

I 4, And 
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When pUafuri treads the paths. 
When, againft nafrm^ riot ihui 
And gaifty fupplies the place o: 
Then, forcmoft at the banquet 
Diatb leads the dance, or ftamp 
Nprever fails the midnight bo« 
Gaily caroufing to his gay com] 
Inly he laughs, to fee them lavg 
As abfent far : and when the re 
Wheny^tfr is baniftk*d, and trii 
CaUing for all the joys beneath t 
Againft him turns the key } and 
With their progenitors— He dro] 
Frowns out at full \ they ftart, c 
Scarce witii more fudden terror 
From his black mafque of nitre, 
Heburfts, expands, roars, blaze 

And is not thi« trinmr»K«»»* *— — 
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I centinel, til eye, all ear, 

eolation of the coining fot. (9^ 

ftand in annt, nor lean againft tliy fpear ) 

nber fteal one moment o'er thy foul, 

M furpriae thee nodding. Watch, be ftrongf 

ve etch day the merit, and renown, 

ig wcU ) though doomed but once to die, (9$ 

life's pMfM hidden (at from moflr) 

D from Thee the precious ufi of lifv, 

, not fudden, was Narcifla*s fate. 

lot furprifing, d$0ih his riiit paid. 

ught went forth to meet him on his way, 90* 

ePf forgot it was to die t 

\f0rUm9 too (our third and final theme), 

Kcompliee, plty'd her gaudy plumes, 

cry gUttering gtwgaw, on her fight, 

eIc, and debauch it from its mark. 90 j^ 

dreadful advent is the mark of man ^ 
ery thought that mifles it, is blind. 
, with jrtitf/ft and gaiety^ con^ir*d 
▼e a tripli wreath of happinefs 
pinefs on earth) to crown her brow. 910 

uld dioth charge through fuch a (hining ihield I 

(hining (hield tMvitis the tyrant's fpear, 
damp our elevated aims, 
ongly preach humility to man. 
portentous is profperity t 91 f 

omet-like, it threatens, while it (hines 1 
U's byt yield us proof of deatb^s ambition, 
. his viftims from the faircft fold^ 

And 



'' t^^njuriune mu8 iias tols'd I 

Snatch t from the covert of an 

How often have I (ttn him dn 

Our morning'* envy ! and our 

As if her bounties were the fij 

'rijc flowery wreath to mark tl 

An<i call death's arrows on th< 

High fortune fecms in cruel J 

A/k you for what ? To give hi 

The deeper dread, and more ij 

Thus to kcti» 'iaring mortals m 

Awl burns Lorenzo ftill for thi 

Of life ? To hang his airy neft 

On the flight timber of the top: 

Rockt at each breeze, and men 

Granting grim death at equal d 

"^tt peace begins juft where ami 

What makes man wretched? f; 
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ving what our mortal ft ate admits, 
Kxieft joys we ruin, while we raife ; 950 

. our ecibiies arc wotimU to peace ; 
the full portion of mankind below, 
fincc thy peace is dear, ambitious youth f 
unc fond ! as thouijjhtlcfs of thy fate ! 
I ilrew death": pi6>ure, to ftir up 955 

lollbme fears ; now, drawn in contra (V, fee 
tune's^ thy vain hopes to rq»rimand. 
»h in air, the I'portive gotldefs hangs, 
« her calket, fprcads her fflittcring ware, 
lis the g^ddy winds to puff abroad 960 

idom bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
1 rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends ; 
tr their fathers, fubjefts o'er their kings, 
j'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
\ore ador'd) to fnatch the golden fhower. 965 
glitters nioft, where *virtue fliincs no more i 
J from abfent funs have leave to fliine. 
a precious pack of votaries 
icPd from the prifons, and the ftews, 
, all opening in their idol's praife ; 970 

dent, eye each wafture of her htmd, 
vide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
on moi*fel fwallow down unchcw'd, 
d, through mad appetite for more ; 
to the throat, yet lean and ravenous fflll. 975 
us AH, to trace the fmallefr game, 
)Id to fcize the greateft. If (bleft chance !) 
Tphyrs'^fwcctly breathe, they launch, they fly, 

O'er 
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Som darting, ftrike their ardec 

Through fiity to poOeft it: Sci 

But ftuniblc, and let fall the u 

Tvomfimg, by fudden blaftt, • 

And lodg'd in bofomt that nc'< 

To/tfme it ftickf ib cloie, that, 

Torn is the man, and mortal ii 

Somg, oVr-enamoiir'd of their 1 

Groan under gold, yet weep foi 

Together fome (unhappy siyalt I 

And rend abundance into pover 

Loud croaks the raven of the la 

Smiles tuo the goddefs j butfmi 

(Juft viaims of exorbitant defir 

Who pcrifli at their own requcft, 

^cneath her load of kvifli grant 

' Fortune is famous for her numb< 

The number fmall. which hannJ 



HE COMPLAINT, Night V. tij 

; tlMm ftiU ft glutton of bright gold } 
i.thoa ftiil rapaeiout of thy ruin ? toi« 

Mres a fluning mark, a fignal blow j 
p which, while it executes, alarms | 
rtles thqufands with a fingle fail. 
Q iome ftately growth of oak, or pine, 
nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her fluuie, 1015 
i*s defiance, and the flock's defence ; 
[hong ftrokes of labouring hinds fubdsied, 
'oans her laft, and, rufliing from her height, 
)rous ruin, thunders to the ground t 
ifciousJoreft trembles at the fliock, 1010 

I, and ftream, and diftant dale, reJound^ 
: high-adm^d darts of death, and thefe alone» 
I colle6^, my quiver would be full. 
:r, which, fufpended in mid air, 
heaven^s. «rr^#r, in the zodiack, bung, xoi{ 
Id it be) Jkouid draw the public eye, 
it and contemplation of mankind ! 
ellation awful, yet benign, 
le tht gay through life's terapefhions wave; 
Per them to ftrike the common rock, 1030 

I greater danger to grow more fecure, 
, wrapt in happinefs, forget their fate/* 
ader, happy paf^ the common lot, 
am'd of danger, but too ^oy to fear, 
rd the. fair Aipafia : (he was kind : to 3 5 

h, form, fortune,, fansA, they both were bieft : 
o knew, enyyM j yet in envy lov'd-r 
icy form more finkSit happimfs f 

Fixt 



**/ic-cmora<:e, in ecltaiici, 
The riling ftorm forbids, : 
Untold, /he faw it in her fer 
She felt it fcen (her lieart wj 
And, drown'd, without the 
In fuffocating forrowg, (hare 
Wow, round the fumptuous, 
The guilty billows innoccnil 
And the rough failor paiJing, 
A tear?-«C^ tears fuifice ?- 
How vain our efforts ! and 01 
The diflant train of thought 
Has thrown me on my fate- 
Happy in ruin I undfvorc'd b' 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to 
Narcifia 1 Pity bleeds at thoti| 
Vet thou wait only near rae j 
Survive myfelff^rhat cures : 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 
THE INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

IN TWO PARTS. 

ContainingtheNATURK»PROop, and Importance, 
of Immortality. 



PART THE FIRST. 

Where, among other Things, (ilory and Riciics 
are paiticularly cor.fuiered. 

T O 
THE RIGHT HON. HENRY PELHAM, 

JIRST LORD COMMISMONKR OF THE TRRASURY, 
AND CHANCELLOR OF THE EXCHEQUER. 



PREFACE. 

FE W ages have been deeper in dlfpute about reli- 
gion than this. The difputc about religion, and 
the pra^icc of it, Icldoni go together. The /liortcr, 
therefore, the difputc the better. I tljir.k it may be 
reduced to this finglc question. Is man ImuwvtaU &'' li 
hi not F If he h nut, all our diiputts arc mere auuik - 
ments, or trials of (kill. In this calc, /;////•, n'i.Jl/h 
nliffQu, which give our dii'courfcs i'ucli {omp and 

XolcUl'.lity-, 



WW 5, the nal ibiirce a 

<iclity } how remote foever 

tranced may feem to be fror 

SenfibU appearmnces affe^l 

^Mbflraa najhningsi and we 

HI, but ihtfitU is invifible. 

jiation has over the judgtm 

well conceived by thofe that 

^f it; and of what number 

ibuli (hould not fumve! Tl 

that they rather hoped, tte 

tality! And how many heat 

ii8 ! The facred page afTuret 

tality is brought to light by 

many is the Gofpel rejeaei 

thefe confiderations, and fi-o 

privy to the fentiments of f 

^ave been lonor i "m^At^A «k» 
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Chriilians. For it is hard to conceive, that a man 
fully confcioud eternal pain or happincfs will certainly 
be his lot, Ihould not earncdly, and impartially, en* 
quire after the furcft means of cfcaping one, and fc- 
curing the other. And of fiu h an cainctl anil inip.u*. 
lial inquiry, I well know the confcqucncc. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this niotl fundamcnial 
truth, fomc plain arguments arc oft'crcdj arijumenta 
derived from principles which Infidels admit in cunmion 
-with Believers; arguments, which appear to me alto- 
gether irrcfilHble ; and fuch as, I am fatisficd, will have 
great weight with all, who give thcmielves (he fniall 
trouble of looking ferioufly into their own bofoms, and 
of obferving, with any tolerable degree of attention, 
what daily pafles round about them in the world. If 
fame arg^m^nts (liall, brre, occur, which others havr 
•declined, they arc Tubmittcd, wifh all dL'ferenct*, to 
better judgments in thi^:, of all points the ;.'.'c// im- 
.portant. For, as to the Being of a God, tiiat i-.. n<» 
longei'difputed j but it U umiiipiitecl i'vi tliij wvAon o.\-!yi 
'viz. becaufc, where the lead pretence to reuibn is ud- 
mittcd; it muft for ever be in<lifj:iitable. And of am • 
fequencc no man can be betrayed into a difpute of timt 
nature by fvanity ; which has a principal fhare in ani- 
mating our modern combatants againft other aiticiet; of 
our Belief. 
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The longer known, the clofer ft 
And gradual parting is a gradu: 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine, v 
By tardy preflure'i ftill encreafm, 
From hardeft hearts, confeflion < 
O the long, dark approach thi 
Death's gallery ! (might I dare t 
With difmal doubts and fable ter 
. Sick hope's pale lamp its only glii 
There, fate my melancholy walk 
Forbid y>^-/(w^itfelf to flatter, i 
How oft I gazM, prophetically fs 
How oft I faw her dead, while y 
In fmiles ihe funk ber grief to lei 
She fpoke me comfort, and incre: 
Like powerful armies trenching : 
By flow, and filent, but refiftlefs 
In his pale pro^efs grentlv eainin 
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•And thou> O fnoon 1 bear witnefs; many a night 

Hi tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Ty'd down by fore attention to the Oiock* 3^ 

By ceafeleft depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful pod 

Of ohfervation ! darker every hour! 

Left dread the day that drove me to the brink. 

And pointed at eternity below j 35 

When my foul fhudder'd at futtirity ; 

When, on a moment*! point, th' important dye. 

Of life and death fpun doulitful, ere it fell, 

And tum'dlip life j my title to more woe. 

But why more woe ? Moce comfort let it be. 40 
Nothing it dead, but that which wifhM to die \ 
Nothing it'dead, but wrctchednefs and pain{ 
Nothing it dead, but what incumher'd, galPll, 
Blocked up the paft, and barrM from real life. 
Where dwells ibat wifh moft ardent of the wife? 45 
Too dark the -fun to fee It ; liighcd flart 
Too low to retch rt j deati), great Jeath alone, 
0*erftart andfun, triumphant, landt ur thcix*. 

Nor dreadful our tranfition \ though the mind, 
An artift sk creating felf-alarmt, 50 

Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone 'Co paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's portrait true? The tyrant never Jbi, 
•Our (ketch all random llrokes, conjcflure all j 
'Clofe (huts the grave, nor tells one fmgle tale. 55 

Death, and his image rifing in the brain, 
fi«{ur faint reibnblana* 1 never aic alikc^ 

K % Fear 



* icw-^ mai o crpay ine ngours ( 
Views that iufpend our agonies 
Wrapt in the thought of immor 
Wrapt in the ilngle, the trium| 
Long life might lapfe, age unp< 
And find the foul unfated with 
Its nature^ proofs imfortang^ fi 
O that my fong could emulate i 
Like her, immortal. No I — the 
A mark, fo mean j far nobler he 
If endiefs ages can outweigh an 
Let not the laurel, but the pain. 
Thy nature, immortality ! \vl 
And yet who knows it not ? It i 
In llronger thread of brighter c< 
And Tpim for ever ; dipt by crue 
In St)'gian dye, how black, hov» 
How flicrt our ccrrefpondence w 
And whilp it Inifc Itirri^-: i - 
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abitablc fpace, wherever bom, 

idow'd ! To live free citizens 

al nature ! To Jay hold 90 

lan feeble /«iM on the Supreme ! 

iven's rich unfathomable mines 

'hich fupport archangels in thtir ftate) 

To rife in fciencc, as in bliis, 

the fecrets of the flcics I 95 

cation j read its mighty plan 

I bofom of the Deity ! 

and execution, to collate ! 

fore each glance of piercing thouglif, 

all Ihadow, blown remote 3 and leave xo* 
y — but that of Love Divine, 
:« us on the feraph's flaming wing, 
I's aceUama, this field of blood, 
I anguifh, and of outward ill, 
mefs, and from duft, to juch a fccnc ! 105 
inent ! true joy's illuttriuus liomc I 
ti's fad contrail (now dtplor'd) more fair! 
uifite viciflitude of fate ! 
ution of our blackeft hour ! 
», thefc arc thoughts that make man Man, x 10 
illumine, aggrandize the great. 
t (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 
r moment fear to fmk beneath 
'we tread j foon trodden by our fons) 
t, in the wild whirl of Tirte^s puiliilts, 1 15 
md paufe, involved in hi^h prefjgc, 
the long vilto of a thoiiland years, 

K 3 T« 



As far Beyond conception 
Ouifelvcs th' aftonifh'd Ul 
Lorenzo, fwelU thy bof< 
The fwell becomes thee : ' 
Revere thyfelf ;— and yet tl 
His nature no, man can o'ei 
Can under-rate his merit. 
Nor there be modeft, where 
That almoft univerfal error 
Howju/f our pride, when v 
Not thofe ambition paints in 
Re^fon points out, and arde 
And angels emulate ; our p: 
When mount we ? When the 
This cell of the creation ? T 
Stuck in a comer of the uni 
Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, a: 
Finc-fpun tofenfe; but crof 
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Yc born of earth I on what can you confer, 

With half the dignity, with half the gain, 

Thb guft, the glow of rational delight, t 50 

As on this theme, which angels praife and Hiare } 

Man*i fatet and favours are a theme in heaven. 

What wretched repetition cloys us ki-re! 
What perio<iic potions for the Tick. I 
Diftcmper'd bodies I and diftcniperM mirnU ! 155 

In an Jitermty, What fcencs fhall ftrikc I 
Adventures thicken I novelties fui-prizc ! 
What webs of wonder fliall unravel, there ! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heaven, 
And light th' Almighty's footlleps in the deep ! 160 
Hctw (hall the blefTcd day of our difcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, 
And ftraiten its inextricable maze t 
If inextinguifhable thir(l in man 
To know 5 how rich, hovrfull, our banquet there / 165 
There, not the moral v/orU\ alone unfolds} 
The world material, lately fecn in Hiudcs, 
And, in thofe fliades, by fragments only fccn, 
And fcen thofe fragments by the lahonrbtg eye, 
Unbroken, then, illuftrious .iml intirc, 170 

Its ample fphere, its univerfal frame, 
In full dimenfions, fwtlU to the iiirvcy ; 
And enters, at one glance, the ravKht light. 
From fomc fuperior point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods rcfuU) 175 

How fliull the iiranger man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vail ocean^of unbounded fpace, 

K 4 Behold 



j^iioic rwinicling multitudes of 

He fwallows unjperccivM ? Stupi 

Yet what are thefe ftupcndous t< 

As particles, as atoms ill pcrcci 

As circulating globules in our v 

So vaft the plan. Fecundity di\ 

Exuberant Source ! perhaps, I \ 

If* admiration is a ibiircc of j< 

What tranlport hence! yet this i 

What this to that illu(tiious robe 

Wlio toft' this mafs of wonders f 

A fpecimcn, an eameft of his po 

'Tis to that glory, whence all glc 

As the mead's meaneft floweret t 

Which gave it birth. But what. 

This blifs fupreme of the fuprcm 

Death, only death, tlie queftion < 

By death, cheap-bought th' ideas 

TUh hrfv^ ;,u«- 1 r-i! I I . ,. 
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)r, fpider-like, fpin out our {^ecious Ail> 

)ur more than viuls fpin (if no regfinl 

To great futurity) in curious webs tia 

)f fubtle thought, and exquiGte defign ; 

JFine net-work of the brain 1) to catch a fly I 

The momentary buz of vain renown I 

V. name! a moital immortality ! 

Or (meaner ftill 1) inliead of grafping air, 115 

Tor fordid lucre plunge we in the mire? 
)rudgc, fweat, through every fliame, for every gain, 
''or vile contaminating trafh j throw up 
)ur hope in heaven, our dignity with man ? 
^d deify tlie dirt, matured to gold? 710-' 

imbition, a*varice) the two Ja-mons thefo, 
kVhich goad tlu-ough every Hough our human herd, . 
iard travclM from the cradle to the gnive. 
3ow low the wretches ftoop! How Iteep they climb I 
rhefe dttmons burn niankind j but moil poUcl's 225,^ 
Lorenzo"8 bofom, and turn out the (kics* 

It it in time to hide etermty ? 
kxA why not in an atom on the Ihore 
To cover ocean > or a mote, the fun ? 
^lory and nuealth ! have they this blinding power? 230^ 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprizc tliec? Be thou then furpriz'd ; 
Thou neither know' ft : their nature learn from me- 

Mark well, as foieign as thefe fuhjcSis feem. 
What clofc connexion ties them to my theme. 235- 

Firft, what is true ambition ? The purfuit 
Of glory, notliing lefs than man can fliuie. 

Were 



If prone in ttiougnc, our n<iiuic 19 ^m. 
And man ihouldblulh, his forehead mi 
The <v'tfihle and frefent arc for brutes, 
A flender portion ! and a narrow boui 
Thefe reaforiy with an energy divine, 
Overleaps; and claims the future and 
The vaft unfeen I the future fathorale 
When the great foul buoys up to this 
Leaving g^ofs nature^s fediments belo 
Then, and then only, Adam*s ofFspr 
The fage and hero of the fields and v 
Aflerts his rank, and rifes into man. 
*rbis is ambition : This is human fire. 

Ctlti parts or place (two bold prete 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from t 

Genius and art, ambition's boafted 
Go* boaft but ill deferve. A feeble 
Dedalian enginery ! If Thefe alone 
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8 I fee, at thrown from her high fphere, 

'iou» fragments of a foul immortal, 

bbifh mix*d, and glittering in the duHr. 179 

t the fplendid, melancholy fight, 

comfaffum foft, and tn*vy^ rife— 

refore envy ? Talent» angel-bnghr, 

ng worthi are fhining inftrumentt 

imbition*t hand, to finiOi faults 175 

18, and give infamy renown. 

i7/i8 an atchievement of great /tf«uwi. 

fc but rarely leads us ftu* aftray. 

te means, ajfeStons chufe our end }. 

ave no merit, if our end amifs. 1S0 

1; our hearts, our heads ai-e right in vain \ 

a Pelham's head, to Pelham's heart > 

re propi'ietors of all applaufe. 

ds, ^mi'means, make wifdom 1 Worldly-wife 

i^-witted, at its higheil praife^ 185 

mm then defpair to make thee great j 

tvflation : What is ftation high ? 

:oud mendicant ; it boafts, and begs \ 

xi alms of homage from the throng, . 

the throng denies its charity. a9« 

IS and minilbrs are awful names j 

I- wear them, challenge our devoir. 

, public order, both exa^V 

' homage, and a fupple knee, 

2;8 pompoufly fet up, tofcrve 49^ 

imiX flavej all more is merit's due,. 

fd und inviolable right j. 

Nor 



His royal robe unborrowM, 
His o^wttf dcfcending fairly 
Shall man be proud to wear 
And fouls in ermin fcorn a 
Can place or lelTen us, or ag 
Pygmies are pygmies ftill, t 
And pyramids are pyramids 
Each man makes his own ft: 
Virtue alone outbuilds the p) 
Her monuments ihall laft, vs 
Of thefe fure truths doft tl 
The caufe is lodg'd in immot 
Hear, and afllnt. Thy bof< 
What ftiition channs thee ? ' 
'Tis thine. And art thou g 
Then tliou before waft fomet 
Has thy new jx)ft betrayM th 
That treacherous pride betra* 
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. Nero quitting hit imperial throne, 

^nd courting glory from the tinkling ftring, 

ut faintly (hadowt an immortal foul, 330 

l^ith empire'! felf, to pride, or rapture, fir'd. 

f nobler motives minifter no cure, 

yn vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place t 'tis more j 
t makes the poft ftand candidate for I'hee ; 335 

^akes more than monarchs, makes nn honcft man ; 
Though no exchequer it commands, Mis virculthj 
bid though it wears no ribband^ 'tis i-enown ; 
lenown, that would not quit thee, though difgrac'd, 
br leave thee pendent on a mailer's fmile. 349 

Hher ambition nature intcrJi£ls; 
lature proclaims it mod abfurd in man, 
ly pointing at his origin, and end; 
lilk, and a fwathe, atfirfl^ his whole domand ; 
lis whole domain, at laft^ a turf, or ftone; 345 

*owhom, heinveeHi a world may fecm toofmall. 

Souls truly great dart forward on ihc wing 
)i juft ambition, to the grand rcfult, 
The curtain's fall j there^ fee the buflcin'd chief 
Infhod behind this momentary fccne ; 350 

leduc'd to his own ftature, low or high, 
Ali vice, or virtue, fmks him, or fublimes } 
/^nd laugh at this fantaitic mummery. 
This antic prelude of grotdque events, 
Wkere dwarfs aie often iliilul, and beuay. 355 

A littlcnefs of foul by worlds o'er-run. 
And nations laid in blood. Dread facrifice 

5 To 



On empire builds what en 

And makes his throne a d 

Why this fo rare ? Bcca 

The day of death 5 that v 

Which fits as judge j that 

On all our days, abfolve tl 

Lorenioy never ihut thy tl 

Be Irvies ne'er fo full, aftV 

And give it audience in th 

That friend confultcd, flat 

Will tell the fair, if thou 

To doat on aught may U 

Is That ambition f Then I 

Point to the centre their ini 

And learn humiliation fror 

Which boafts her lineage f 

V«t thefe are they the worJd 

The world, which cancels i 
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triumph, mean j and abje£^, on a throne. 
3thing can make it lefii than mad in man, 
put forth all hit ardour, all hit art, 390 

nd give hit foul her full unbounded flight, 
it reaching l/iM, who gave her wings to fly. 
^hen blind ambition quite miftakrs her road, 
nd downward pores, for that which fliincs above, 
ibftantial happinefs, and true renown } 395 

ben, like an idiot, gaiing on the brook, 
^e leap at ftars, and fallen in the mud i 
t glory grai'p, and fmk in infamy. 
Ambition I powerful fource of good and illt 
ky ftrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 400 
lien dii^gag'd from cai th, with greater cafe 
nd fwifter flight tranfports us to tin: ikivs j 
r toys entangled, or in guilt bemir*d, 
turnt a curfe \ it it our chain, and fcourge, 
this dark dungeon, where confln'd we lie, 405 

ofe-grated by the fordid bars oi fenfe \ 
11 profpe£l of eternity fliut out ; 
nd, but for exicutiou, ne*er let free. 
With error in ambition juftly charged, 
ad wf Lorenzo wii'cr in his nvealth f 410 

Hitt if thy rental 1 refoi ui ? and draw 
A inventory ntnu to fct thee ri^hl ? 
/here thy true treafunf (lold fays, •' Not in me T* 
uid, " Not in me,*' the diamond. Gold is poor \ 
ulia *sinfolventt fcek it in thyfelf, 415 

ctk in thy naked felf, and find it there } 
& hnng fo dcfcendcd, formed, cndowMj 

Xky- 



Their radiant beams to go) 
'[fake in, at onee» the lam 
At a final 1 inlet, wMcR a 
And half create the wondi 
Qyxx fenfes^ as our reOfnty 
But for the ma^c organ^'s 
£arth were a rude, uneolo 
X)bje£is are but th' occafior 
Ours is the cloth, the pen( 
Which nature's admirable 
And beautifies creation's a 
Xikt Milton's Eve, when., 
Man makes the matchlefs 
5ay then, Shall man, his 1 
Superior wonders in himfe! 
His admiration wafte on o1 
When heaven makes him t 
Abl'urd ! not rare I fo zrci 
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ts portraut, and report its hte 1 

aith in inteUe^t that fovercign power ! 

nfe wnAfattcy fummont to the bar $ 459 

tea, approves, or reprehends ; 

1 the mafs thofe tenderlings import, 

ir materials fifted, and refin'd, 

ruth's balance accurately weighed, 

/, ^nd fciencet government, and Upwi 45 j| 

. bafis, and the beauteous frame, 

8, and the grace of cMl life ! 

ners (fad exception ! ) fet afide, 

jt, with mailer hand, a copy fair 

lea, whofe indulgent thought 4^0 

ng, ere chaos teem'd, planned human blifs. 

wealth in fouls that foar, dive, range arounclf 

ig. limit, or from place, or time $ 

* at once, in thought extenHve, hear 

ligfaty Fiat, and the Trumpet's found I 461 

creation's outfidie walk, and view 
IS, and is, and more than e'er Hiall be ; 
ding, with omnipotence of thought, 
i new in fancy's field to rife ! 
at can grafp whatever th' Almighty made, 470 
der wild through things impoflible ! 
ealthy in faculties of endlefs growth, 
hlefs fajfions violent to crave, 

to chufe, in fonjoer to reach, 
luration (how thy riches rife !) 47 J 

to ^^/r/«tf/f— bound lefs blifs I 

II. X Alk 



A15 icnure lurci Jts incoir 

High -built abundance, 

To breed new wants, anc 

Then, make a richer fcrai 

Soon as this feeble pulfe, 

^Almoft by miracle, is tir' 

Like rubbifli from difplod 

Our magazines of hoardec 

Flydiverfej fly to foreign 

New mafters court, and a 

(Howjuftly!) for depends 

Wide fcattcr, /irft, our pi: 

Doft court abundance fc 

Learn, and lament thy Celi 

Riches enable to be richer 

And, richer /ill, what mo 

Thus wealth (a cruel talk- 

Htw toils, fuccecding toils 
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A competence it vital to content. 
Much wealth it corpulence, if not difeafe) 
Sick, or incumbered, it our happinefs, 
A C9mpetinci it all we can tJtjoy, 
be content, where heaven can give no more t 519 
Mori, like a flaih of water from a lock, 
Quickent our fpiritt* movement for an houri 
But foon its force it fpent, nor riie our joyt 
Above our native temper* t common ftreara. 
Hence difappointment lurkt in every prize, 515 

At beet in flowert s and iHngt ut with i'uccefa. 

The rich man, who deniet it, proudly feigntj 
Nor knowt the wife are privy to the lye. 
Much learning (hewt how little mortalt knotv % 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy 1 |io 
At beft« it babiet us with endlefs toys. 
And keept ut children till we drop to dulL 
At monkeyt at a miiTor (land amazM, 
They fail to find what they (o plainly feci 
Thut men, in (hining riches, fee the face 5»| 

Of happinefs, nor know it is a (hade; 
But gaze^ and touch, and peep, and peep again, 
And wiih, and wonder it it abfent ftill. 

How few can refcue opulence from wantl 
Who livet to nature , rarely can be poor 5 530 

Who lives to fancy f never can be rich. 
Poor it the man in debt ) the man of gold. 
In debt to fortune , tremblet at her power. 
The man of reafon frnilet at her, and death* 
what a patrimony thit 1 A being 535 

La Of 



Immorialt Agct pa et nothin 
Morn Without ere 1 a race withoi 
Unftiortcii'd bjr frDgrciTum mftmf 
Futurity for crcr futnrt \ Life 
Bcginnittg ftiil wliete eomputatioi 
*Tii the defcriptson of a i5rt/y/ 
•Til the dtfcription of the meanej 
The meaneflr flave darct then Lon 
Tlie meaneft iUvc x)\yfi^r0igH g 
Proud youth I faliidiouft of the b 
Man's la'wftd pride ineludei hum 
Stoop* to the lowed j it too g^reat 
Inferior! J all immortal! brother* 
Proprietor* etirnal of thy love. 

Immortal ! What can ftrike the 
At thii t\iQjhulf It thunder* to t 
Reafon amazci j gratitude o'erwhe 
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tot Lorenzo's bofom caught the flame ? 565 
lit Were hyitone immortal, how 
others envy I How would thrones adore! 
'tis common, is the blefTing loft ? 
t/ ties up the bounteous hand of heaven I 
vain, vain, ailelfe! Eternity I 570 

)U8, and a needful refuge, thaty 
Ic imprifonment, in abjc6t views. 
Twrtaiity, 'tis that alune, 
iVs fahiSf abafementy emptlnefs^ 
\c^n comfort, elevate,, ?Ln^ Jill, 575 

ily, and that amply, this performs ; 
above life's paiiib, her joys above ; 
rror tbofe, and tbefi their luftre lofej 
depending covers all j 

depending all atchievcs ; 580 

th at diHance J caits her into (hades $ 
icr dillinftions j abrogates her powers j 
^, the lofty, joyous, and fevere, 
's dread frowns, and fafcinating frailcs, 
ne promifcuous and neglected heap, 585 

n beneath J if I may call him man, 
Immortality's fidl force infpires. 
tcncltrial touches his high thought ; 
ne unfeen, and thunders roil unheard. 
Is quite confcious of their high defcent, 590 
refent province, and their future prize j 
r daiting upward every wi(h, 
>n the wing, in glorious ahfence loft I 

L s Doubt 



J, u uidc iiupcnaous view wfter 
So large of late, fo mountain 
Time's toys fubfide ; and cqua 

Enthufiaftic, this ? Then al 
But rank enthufiafts. To thi{ 
Some fouls have foar'd j or ma 
And all maj do, what has by 
Who, beaten by thefe fubluns 
Boundlefs, interminable joys * 
UnrapturM, unexalted, uninfl 
What (lave unbtefi, who from 
Expefts an empire ? He forge 
And, thronM in thought, his 

And what a fceptre waits uj 
Her own immenfe appointmen 
Or comprehend her high preroj 
In this her dark minority, \\o\ 
How vainly pantg, the human 
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ft vanity*8 fantaftic toe, 

ibling at a ftraw, in their career, '6t$ 

they plunge, where end both dance and fong f 

t Lorenzo } U it pofTihle f 

on earth (let me not call them men) 

re a foul immortal in their breafts ) 

>U8 as the mountain of its ore} 6%m 

of its ineftimable gem f 

:ks (hall melt, and mountains vanifh, tkffi 

tw their trcafurc j treafurc, thefts no more. 

ere (ihll more amazing!) who refill 

g thought ?' who fmother, in its birth, 635 

ious truth ? who ftruggle to be brutca f 

t ugh this bofom-barrier burft their way, 

th reversed ambition, drive to fmk ? 

our downwards through th* oppofmg powers 

i(\, reafon, and the world againit them, 640 

%1 hopes, and (helter in the (hock 

:fs night } night darker than the gravels ? 

ht the proofs of immortality? 

rrid zenl, and execrable arts, 

1 their engines, level their black fires, 6^3 

from man this attribute divine, 

ital blood far dearer to the wife) 

ncrs, and rank atheills to tbemfekves f 

)ntradi£l them, fee all nature rife! 

->jc6>, what event, the moon beneath, 659 

lies, or endears, an after- fcenc ? 

m proves, or wcdn it to drfire f 

tgs proclaim it needful \ fome advanct 

L ^ One 



Thou ! whofe all-pioviden 

Whofe Hand direfts, whofe i 

Creation, and holds empire fj 

'Eternity's Inhabitant auguft! 

Of two Eternities amazing L< 

One paft, eje man's or angel 'j 

Aid ! while I refcue from the 

T/^y glorious Immortality in « 

A theme forever, and for alJ, 

Of moment infinite ! but relifl 

By thofe who love Thee moft, 

Nature, thy daughter, ever- 

Of Thee the Great bnmutabU, 

Speaks wifdom ; is his oracle f 

And he who nioft confults her, 

Lorenzo, to this heavenly Delp 

And come back all-immortal j 

Look nature through, 'tis re'vo^ 
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Autumn, and his golden fruits, away 1 
melts into the Spring : Soft Spring, witli 
eath 6%i 

an, from warm chambers of the fouth, 
) ihtfirfl. All, to re-flourifli, fades j 
a wheel, all (ink^, to re-afcend. 
ms of man, who pafles, not expires, 
h this minute di(lin£lion, emblems juiV, 6^ 
revolves, but man ad'vancesi both 
I, that n circle, this a line, 
ravitates, this Ibars. Th' afpiring foul, 
. and trewitlouj, like flame, afcends, 
id humility her wingft, to heaven. 695 

arid of matter, with its various forms, 
8 into new life. Life bom from death 
he vaft mafs, and (hall for ever roll. 
;lc atom, once in being, loll, 
hange of counfel charges the Mod High. 709 
t hence infers Lorenzo? Can it be ? 
immortal ? And (liall Spirit die ? 
the nobler, (hall leis nuble riie ? 
Ian alone, for whom all eUc revives, 
rrcilion know ? Shall Man alone, 705^ 

1 Man! be fown in barren ground, 
vilcg'd than grain, on which he feeds ? 
, in whom alone is power to prize 
8 of being, or with previous pain 
its period, by the fpleen of fate, 71a 

doom'd death's Tingle unredeemed ? 

If 



rarts, into pans rcciprocaJly ftiot. 
Abhor divorce : what love of unio 
Here, dormant matter waits a call 
Half-life, half-death, join there j ', 
There, fenfc from reafon.fteaIs a g 
Reafon (hines out in man. But h< 
The chain unbroken upward, to tl 
Of incorporeal life ? thofe realms c 
Where death hatli no dominion ? C 
Half-mortal, half-immortal 5 earth 
And part ethereal j grant the foul i 
Eternal 5 or in man the feries ends. 
Wide yawns the gap; connexion ii 
Checked rea/on halts j her next ftep 
Striving to climb, fhe tumbles fron 
A fcheme, analogy pronounced fo t 
Jnalogy^ man's fureft guide below. 
Thus far, all nature calls on thy 
And will Lorcnrn- r9rp>\t^C» r^f ♦!,- 
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vafon to the mtjedy of man ! 

immortal ! Hear the lofty ftylc \ 

decreed, th* Almighty Will be done. 

nth di(iblve» yon pondrous orbs defcend, 745 

grind ui into duft. The foul it 4afe j 

man emerges $ mounts above the wreck, 

iwering flame from natun'j funeral pyre | 

devaftation, as a gainer, fmiles $ 

barter, his inviolable rights, 750 

pleas'd to learn from thunder^s impotence, 
ti*s pointlefs darts, and hell's defeated ilorms/* 
hefe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo I 
tries of the world thy fevenfold JbieU, 
mbition than of crowns in air, 755 

perlunary felicities. 
Torn warm. I '11 cool it, if I can { 
rn thoiie glories that inchant, againft thee* 
ies thee to this life, proclaims the mxt. 
, the caufc that wounds thee is thy cure. 760 
;, my ambitious I let us mount together 
}unt, Lorenzo never can refufe) \ 
>m the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 
own on earth.— -What ieeft thou? Wondrous 
ngs! 

,'ial wonders, that eclipfe the fkies. 7^^ 

cngths of laboured lands 1 what loaded Teas I 

by man, for pleafure, wealth, or war I 
Mnds, and planets, into fervice brought, 

acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
\ th' eternal rocks his will withftand) 770 

What 



o«;c, wKie uominiont raviih 
The narrowM deep with in 
Or fouthward turn; to deli 
The finer arts there ripen i 
How the tall templeiy as to 
Afcend the (kies I the proud 
Shews us half heaven benca 
High through mvd air, here^ 
Whole rivers, there^ laid b) 
HerCi plains turn oceans ; / 
Through kingdoms channel 
And changed creation takes 
iBeats thy brave breaft for foi 
Where fame and empire wail 
See fields in blood $ hear nav 
Britannia's voice I that awes i 
How yon enormous mole pro 
The mid-fca, furious waves ! 

Out-fnralre <!,- r»-:*- - • '* 



THE COMFLAINT, Night VI. 157 

ccrets are extorted ! art prevails ! 800 

t monument of genius, fpirit, power 1 
id now, Lorenzo ( raptured at this f^dnt, 
fe glories render heaven fuperfluous ! fay, 
fe footfteps thefe ?— /jw«/ar/«/f have been here. 
1 lefs than fouls immortal this have done ? 805 

'8 covered o>r with proofs of fouls immortal j 
proofs of immortality yor^o/. 

flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
) are ambition*s works : and thefe are great \ 
bis, the leaft immortal fouls can do; 810 

fcend them all-^But what can thefe tranfcend i 
i& me what ? — One figh for the dt/reji. 
: then for inJUels ? A deeper figh. 
noral grandeur makes the mighty man : 
little they, who think aught great below ! 815 
ur ambitions death defeats, but one ; 
that it crown*. Here ceafe we : but, ere long, 

powerful proof /hall take the field againft thee, 
^er than death, and fmiling at the tomb« 
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A S wc are at war with t 
•*^ we were at war with tl 
land of kvity is a land of 
the native foil of every virtu. 
that doet true honour to mai 
ta/i/y hai been the favourite < 
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union which is advanced in the preface to the 
ing Nigbt^ be jud. It is there rupporcd, that all 
\JeUf whatever fchemr, for argument's fake, and 
p themfelvcs in countenance, they patronize, are 
;d into their deplorable error, by fome doubts of 
nmortality, at the bottom. And the more I con- 
lii point, the more I am perluadcd of the truth 
t opinion. Though the di()ru(l of ?i futurity is a 
\ errors yet it is an error into which bad men 
aturalfy be diftrc/Ted. For it is impoffible to bid 
:e to final ruin, without fome refuge in imagi* 
, fome prefumption of efcape. And what pre- 
ion is there P There are but two in nature i but 
within the compafs of human thought. And 
ire— That either God njuiii not, or can not puni(h« 
iering the divine attributes, thefr/f is too grofs 
digefted by our ih-ongeft wifhes. And fmce om» 
ice is as much a divine attribute as toiinefs, that 
annot puniih, is as abfurd a fuppofition, as the 
r. God certainly can punifh as long as wicked 
xift. In non-exiftence, therefore, is their only 
!) and, confcquently, non-exiftence is thtir 
ell wi(h. And ftrong wifhes have a ftrange in- 
e on our opinions i they bias the judgment in t 
er, almoft, incredible. And fmce on this mem- 
• their altirnative, there are fome very fmall ap- 
nces in \\itix favour^ and none at all on the otber^ 
:atch at this reed, they lay hold on this chimsera, 
e themlelves from the (hock and horror of an f/n- 
ti Uid,ab/oluU defpair. 



mortality, new at leaft to mi 
There alfo the writer has m 
grofs abfurdities and horrors 
*nd more afFe6h*ng view, tl 
^ith elfewhere. 

The gentlemen, fcJr wh< 
chiefly made, profefs great a 
of heathen antiquity : what 
cere ! If they were fincei^, h 
to confider, with what contc; 
notions would have been re. 
£o much admire ! What deg 
liorrence would fall to their 
hy the following matter of 
tremely memorable. Of all 
Socrates (it is well known) 
difpaflionate, and compofed: 
temper was angry; and ang 
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afking him, with fuch an afFe£lionate concern us became 
a Aiend, ** Where he fhould depofit his remains ?" it 
ynt reiented by Socrates, as implying a diftionourable 
fappofition, that he could be fo mean, as to have a 
Ttgud for any things even in himfelf, that was not 
immtrtal. 

This hSt vrtXi confidered would make our infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates j or make 
them endeayour, by their imitation of this illudrious 
example^ to ihare his glory : and, confcquently, it 
would incline them to perufc the following pages with 
nndour and impartiality: which is all I dedrc ; and 
that, for their fakes : for I am perfuadcd, that an un- 
prejudiced infidel muft, neceffarily, receive feme ad- 
rantageous impre^ions.from them. 
Jftfyli 1744- 
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his Fafflons and Fonvers, 64 
of Hea/on, 8 x $ from his fea 
nature of Hopf, 104, and < 
Knotwledpe and Zoi/^, as beii 
prrtics of the foul, 25) ; fro 
%^0f 6cc, from the nature of 
rice f ^60 'f PleafurCf 4775 a 
of the PaJJiofUf 511. //»/«£ 
prcfcnt ftatc intelligible, 545. 
Stoics difbelief of immortalit 
lefs qucdions unrefolvahle, b 
im/norialitj, 606. The natui 
pathetic complaint of a woi 
iuafion of no futurity, 653, . 
ties and horrors oi annihilatiof, 
F41, &c. The Ibul's vart in. 
whence it aril'cs, 1078. The 
fidcl, II 31, the Infaviy, 114 
the Charntler, 1203, of an i; 
frcc-thinking is, 1117. The 
the falff, 1 27 1. Man'H ruin 
An infidel acrufcs himfclf of j 
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EAVEN give« the needful, but ncglc£Ud, €aU. 
What day, whathoiir, but knocks at human hMu:*^ 
rake the foul to fenfe of future fcenet f 
hs ftand, like Mcrcurys, in every way, 
kindly point us to our journey's end. ^ 

, who couldft make immortals! art thou dead? 
e thee joy : nor will I take my leaver 
on to follow. Man but dives in death.) 
\ from the fun, in fuirer day to rife; 
grave, his fubterninean road to blifs. !• 

infinite indulgence plannM it fo ; 
ugh various parts our glorious (lory runs ; 
gives the preface, endkfs age unrolls 
volume (ne'er unroll'd !J of human fate. 
tV, earth ^xvijkies * already have proclaimM. ij 
world 's a prophecy of worlds to come ; 
who, what God foretcls (who (peaks in things^ 
louder than in swords) (hall dare deny ? 
Cure's arguments appear too weak, 
I a new leaf, and ihonger read in man. %% 

an deeps on, untaught by what h^feest 
lie prove infidel to what \\t feels? 
whofe blind thought futurity denies, 
tnfcious bears, Bellcrophon I like thee, 
>wn indidment ^ he condemns himfelf { ^5 

M 2 WhA 

• Night the Sixth. 



He whom fea-fcvcr'd realm 

Who fteali his whole domii 

Repelling winter blaft« with 

Difquietcd alike, draw figh 

In fate To diftant, in compl; 

I« it, that things terreftri 

Deep \n rich pafture, will tl 

"Kot fo j but to their maftcr 

To (hare their (vvtetfirene. 

In thif, not his onvn place, i 

Where nature foddert him ^ 

Than wai ordain'd hit cravii 

Poor in abundance, fami/h^d 

Sight on for fomething more^ 

U heaven then kinder to tli 

Notfoj thy pafture richer, b 

Jnpart, remote j for that rer 

Man blcatf from i//Jfwa. thn 
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•rutal acquiefcence in the mire f 
9 I no 1 they ihall be nobly painM } 
or'ioMt foreigners f diftreft'd, ihall figh 
>nc8 J and thou congratulate the figh t 
mifery declares him bom for blifs j 60 

<ious heart aflerts the truth I fmg, 
ves thc/ceptic in his head the lye, 
heads, our hearts, our pajpons, and our^oov^r/, 
he fame language j call us to the ikies ; 
(I'd tbe/e in this inclement clime, 65 

rife above conje£lure and mi(lakc$ 
r this land of trifles tho/e too ftrong 
tuous rife, and tcmpcft human life: 
prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm ? 
bjefls for omv pajfions heaven ordain'd, 70 

\ that challenge all their fire, and leave 
It, but in dcft6l : Blcft Heaven ! avert 
ulcd ardour for unbounded blifs I 
I bill's unhouHiiCti ! far beneath 
immortal, is a mortal joy. 75 

; our poavers to pcrllh immature 5 
ftcr feeble effort hcrey beneath 
liter l\m, and in a nobler foil, 
lanted iVom this ful>hin;uy bed, 
ourifh fiiir, and put forth all their bloom. 80 
on proi^jrefTivc, wfiinSt is complete j 
nfihti-l leaps ; (low rcafon fee I) I y climbs, 
foon tbcir zenith reach; their little all 
in at once J in ages thfy no more 
know, or do, or covet, ortnjoy. S5 

Mj ' Wv.e 



The fun's meridian with the 
To man, why, ftep-dame m 
Why thrown afide thy matter 
While meaner efforts thy laft 
Or, if abortively poor man r 
Nor reach, what reach he mi] 
Whycurft with forefight? W 
Why of his proud prerogativ 
Why Icfs pre-eminent in rani 
His immortality alone can teli 
Full ample fund to balance a 
And turn the fcale in favour < 
His ifmnortality alone can £c 
The dnrktfl of anigmas^ hun 
Of all the daikeft, if at deatl 
Hope^ eager hope, th' afTafTm 
All prefent blcffings ti-eading 
Is fcarce a mihicr tyrant than 
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Beyond our plans of empire, and renown, 
Lies all that man with ardour fhoiild piirfiie ; 
And He who made him, bent him to the right. 
Man's heart th* Almighty to X\it future fcts, 
By fecret and inviolable fprings $ rzo 

And makes his hope his I'ublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hunj:^y ftill; 
" More, morel" the glutton cries : for Ibmcthinp^ v^iw 
So rages appetite, if man can't mount. 
He «ir/7/dcrccnd. He ftarves on the /(?/7r/?. 125 

Hence, the world's mafter, from ambition's fpirc, 
In Caprca plung'd ; and div'd l>eneath the brulc. 
In that rank fty why wallow'd cn'»pirc'8 Ion 

Supreme ? Becaufe he could no higher fly 5 

His riot was ambition in defpair. 1 3# 

Old Rome confulted birds j Lorenzo ! thou, 
With more fuccefs, the flight of hope furvey j 
Of reftlefs hope, for ever on the wing. 
High-pcrch'd o'er every thought that falcon fits. 
To fly at all that rifcs in her fight ; 135 

And, never (looping, but to mount again 

Next moment, fhe betrays her aim's miftake. 

And owns her quarry loilg'd beyond the grave. 
There ftiould it fail us (it muft fail us there, 

If heinv^ fails) more mournful riddles rife, 140 

And ^virtue vies with hope in myftery. 

Why 'virtue? Where its praife, its being, fled? 

Virtue is true fclf-intejeft purfucd : 

What true fclf-intcreft of y«i/^-mortal man ? 

To clofc with all that makes him happy hey*e, 145 

M4. I^ 



And what is right, but raeans < 
No means of happinefs when <Vi 
That bafis failing, falls the bui 
And lays in ruin every ^virtuous 

The rigid guardian of a blan: 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed 
Is weak j with rank knight-erra 
Why beats thy bofom with illuf 
Of feif-expofure, laudable, and 
Of gallant enterprize, and glori 
Die for thy country ? — Thou roi 
Seize, feize the plank thyfelf, ar 
Thy country ! what to Thee ?— ' 
(I fpeak with awe 1) though He 
If, with thy blood, thyjinalho] 
Nor can Omnipotence reward th( 
Be deaf j preferve thy being ; di 

Nor is it difobedience : know. 
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rhcir gain, at thy cxpcncc, refound applaufe. 

Since njirtui^s recorapcnce is doubtful, hercy 
f man dies wholly, well may we demand, 
Vhy is m^nfuffer^d to be good in vain ? 
Vhy to be good in vain, is man injoind? 180 

VTiy to be good in vain, is man betray d ? 
letray'd by ti-aitors lodged in his own bieaft, 
\y fweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Vhy whifpers nature lyes on virtue's part ? 
)r if blind infl'mS (which affumes the name 185 

>f facred confcience) plays the fool in man, 
Vhy reafon made accomplice in the cheat ? 
Vhy are the vj'ifcji loudcft in her praife i* 
Ian man by reafon s beam be led ailray ? 
)r, at his peril, imitate his God? 190 

ince yivi\m fometimes ruins us on earth, 
)r both are true'j or man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvives the grave ; or own, Lorenzo, 
Thy boalt fupreme, a wild abfurdity. 
)auntlcrs thy fpirit ; cowards arc thy fcorn, 195 

Jrant man immortal, and thy fcorn is jull. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, 
)ares rufti on death — bccaufc he cannot die. 
Jut if man lofes All, when life is loft> 
ie lives a coward, or a fool expires. 2Co 

\ daring infidel (and fuch there are, 
Prom pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge, 
Or pure heroical dchSi of thought), 
Of all earth's madmen, moft defervcs a chain. 

When to the grave wc follow the renown'd 205 

For 



Why was he wife to knonv, and wai 
And ftrenuous to troftfcribe, in hun 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, 
Juft when the lineaments began to 1 
And dawn the Deity, ftiould fnatch 
With night eternal blot it out, and 
The fkics alarm, left angels too mij 
If human fouls, why not angelic 
ExtinguifhM ? and zfolitarj God, 
O'er ghaftly ruin, frowning from I: 
Shall wc this moment gaze on God 
The next, lofe man for ever in the 
From duft we difengage, or man n 
And there, where leaft his judgme 
WifJom and ivcrth how boldly he < 
U^ifdofH and ijoorth arc facred name 
Where not embraced j applauded ! 
Why not compaffiond too ? If fpir 
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;^ilt not patronize a fcheme that makes 

// and a//V/, the refuge of mankind. 

virtue, then, no joys ?''— Yes, joys dear-hovghu 

e'er fo long, in this impcrfe^b fts^, 

and vice are at eternal war. %^o 

*s a combat ^ and who fights for nought ? 

precarious, or for fmall reward ? 

iTtMt'i felf-re^ward fo loud refound, 

. take degrees angelic here below, 

irtue^ while they compliment, betray, 445 

3le motives, and unfaithful guards. 

own, th' unfading crown, her foul infpires 1 

hat, and That alone, can countervail 

)dy's treacheries, and the tvorld's afTaults % 

th's poor pay our famifh'd virtue dies. «50- 

inconteftable I In fpite of all 

le has preach'd, or a Voltaire believ'd. 

lan the more we dive, the more we fee 

f s fignet damping an immortal make. 

5 the bottom of his foul, the bafe ■ •SI 

ing all J what find we ? Kno^Udge^ Love. 

ht and heat, effential to the fun, 

o the foul. And nvby, if fouls expire ? 

ttle lovely here ? How little known ? 

knoivledge we dig up with endlefs toil j 260 

've unftign-'d may purchafe perfefk hate. 

tarvM, on earth, our afigel appetites 5 

brutal are indulged their fulfome fill ? 

'hen capacities di*vifie conferred, 

aock -diadem, in fa vage fport, 716' 



--.- .»w..* wwuuvH.Vf ana tne 

The man who merits moft, mi 

Can we conceive a difregard in 

What the vfox^ perpetrate , or 1 

*Tbis cannot be. To lo*vey a 

!• boundlefs appetite, and boui 

And thcfc demonftrate boundle 

Objeas, powers, appetites, he: 

Nor, nature through, e*er viola 

Eternal concord, on her tuncfu 

Is man the fole exception from i 

Eternity ftruck off from human 

(I fpeak with truth, but vencra 

Man is a monfter, the reproach 

A ftain, a dark impenetrable cl 

On nature's beauteous afpea j a 

(Amazing blot!) deforms her v 

If fuch is man's allotment, <wk 

Civ />.«« t-U.. /V..1 • 
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/ith doubts, fears, frultlefs hopes, regrets, defpairt ( 

lankind's peculiar! reafon's precious dower I 

lo foreign clime tbty raniUck for their robes j 

lor brothers cite to the litigious barj 

%ir good is good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd j 300 

They find a paradife in every field, 

)n \ioyjig\i^ forbidden where no curfes hang : 

Their ill no more than Itrikes the fenfe j unftrctcht 

Jy previous dread, or murmiu- in the rear j 

tVhen the ftvoAT? comes, it comes unfcar'd J oncftroke 305 

begins, and ends, their woe : they die but once \ 

^Icft, incommunicable privilege 1 for which 

^roud man, who rules the globe, and reads the ilars, 

'^ihfopber, or hero, fighs in vain. 

Account for this prerogative in brutes. 3x0 

^0 day, no glimpfe of day, to folve the knot, 
^ut what beams on it from iteruity. 
^ folc, and fweet folution ! That unties 
^he difHcult, and foftens the fevere \ 

he cloud on nature's beauteous face difpels j 315 

^eftores bright order ', cafts the brute beneath j 
ind rc-inthrones us in fupremacy 
►f joy, ev'n here : admit immortal life, 
Lnd virtue is knight-errantry no more j 
lach virtue brings in hand a golden dower, 320 

ar richer in reverfion : Hope exults ; 
bid though much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
redominatcs, and gives the tafte of heaven. 
I wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 
ikftoniihing beyond ailoniihment I 325 

Heave* 



«.v*«i uiiwA|'Cbicu wiTneiics againit tl 
Ambit ion^ fkafurty and the lo*vt of ^ 
Canil thou fufpef^, that thefe^ whicl 
Thcy/flo/^ of earth, (hould own her 
Cauift thou fufpe^ what makes us d'l 
Our immortality, (houKl prove ity»r 

Firfl, then, ambition fummon to t 
Arabition'sy!6Am/, ixtranjagance^ d\ 
And inextinguijhable nature^ fpeak. 
i^ch much defofes \ hear them in th< 

Thy foul, how pafliionately fond o 
How anxious, that fond palTion to a 
Wc blufh, dctefled in dcfigns on pra 
Though f<ir bc(V deeds, and from tht 
And why r Becaufe immortal. Art 
II;4A made the body tutor to the foul : 
>Icuvrn kindly gives our bloud a mor 
IVkIr it alccnd the glowing cheek, an 
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One age is poor applaufe ; the mighty fhout. 

The thund«*r by the livingyiroi; begun, 

late time muft echo j worlds unborn, rcfound, 

"We wifli our names eternally to live : 

Wilddream,which ne'er had hauntetl human thought, 360 

Had not our natures been etvnial too. 

Infina points out an inteixft in hereafter ; 

But our blind reafon fees not lubere it lies \ 

Or, feeing, gives the fubllance for the ihade. 

Fame is the (hade of immortality, 365 

And in itfelf a ftiadow. Soon as caught, 
ContemnM % it flirinks to nothing in the grafp. 
Confult th' ambitious, 'tis ambition's cure. 
" And is This all ?" cryM Caefar at his height, 
^^ufted. This third proof ambition brings 370 

Of immortality. Tlie firft in fame, 
Oblcrve him near, your envy will abate t 
Sham'd at the difpropoition vaft, between 
'Hiepaiilon and the puixhafe, he will figh 
^tfucb i'ucccfs, and blufli at hit renown. 375 

Ajid why ? Becaufe far richer prize invitesi 
^is heart j far more illuftrious glory calls j 
^t calls in whifpcrs, yet the dcafeft hear. 

And can ambition sl fourth proof fupply ? 
^ can, and llrongcr than the former ihrco» j 380 

Vet quite o'cr-look'd by forae reputed wife. 
Though diiUppointmcnts in ambition paiftf 
And though luccefs difgujis ; yet (lill, Lorenzo I 
^n vain we ftrive to pluck it from our hearts j 
% nature planted for the nobleU ends. 3^5 

c Abfurd 



In fpite oi fortune's load. No* 
Each villager has his ambition 
No 5'tt//^7«- prouder than hisfctl 
Slaves build their little Babylo 
Echo -the proud Affyrian in the 
And cry, — •* Behold tlie wond 
And why ? Becaufe immortal s 
And fouls immortal muft for e 
At foracthing great j the glittrt 
The praife of mortals, or the 
Nor abfolutely vain is humar 
When human is fupported by 
I '11 introduce Loren2o to Him 
Fleafure and pride (bad mafter 
As love of fleafure is ordain 'd 
And feed our bodies, and ext( 
The love of praife is planted t 
And propagate the glories of 
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Kor is tby life, O wtue I Id's in debt 

To praife, thy fecrct ftimulating friend. 

Were men not proud, what merit fliould we mif« I 

Fridg made the virtues of the pagan world. 

Praile is the fait that i'cafons right to man, 4&0 

And whets his appetite for moral good. 

Thirft of applaufe is virtue's yrftf/r*/ guard ; 

JLeafotti her firft j but rcafon wants an aid ; 

Our pri'vati reafon is a flatterer i 

Thirft of applaufe calls public judgment in, 425 

To iK>ife our own, to keep an even fcale. 

And give endangered virtue fairer play. 

Here ^/iJU proof arifcs, ftronger ftill : 
Why this fo nice conili-udion of our hearts ? 
Tbefe delicate uoraJities of fiufei 4.30 

This confiitutional refcrvc of aid 
To fuccour virtue, when our rcafon fails j 
If virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 
And, oft, the mark of injuries on earth. 
When laboured to maturity (its bill 451; 

Of difciplines, and pains, uppaid) muftdtc? 
Why freighted- cich, to da/h againft a rock * 
Were man to periih when moft fit to live, 
O how mif-fpent were all tliefe ftratagcms. 
By (kill divine invowcn in our frame ! 449 

Where are heaven's hoiincis and mercy fled > 
Laughs heaven, at once, at *uirtu^, and at man^ 
If not, why tbat diilouxa^'J, M/j dcllroy'd ? 

Thus far ambition. What lays avarice ? 
This her chief maqtim, which has lon^ bccnT16;//^: 445 

Vol. II. ' N " Tli^r 



But, reafon failing to difc 
Or to the deaf difcharging 
A blunder follows i and 1 
Gaird by the fpur, but ft 
(The courfe where ftakes < 
O*er-loading, with the caj 
The jaded fpirits of the /; 
Provides for an eternity be 
' *' Tbou /bait not covet," 
But bounded to the wealtl 
Look farther, the commai 
And avarice is a virtue n: 
Is faith a refuge for our b 
Mbft fure : and is it not f 
Nothing this world unridd 
Whence inextinguifliable i 
From inextinguiihable life 
Man, if not meant, by <m 
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ike them fpailcle in the bowl of Hifs* 
the third avit/ufi laugh« at blifs remote, 
fely promifes an Eden here a 
he ihaJl fpeak for once, though prone to lye, 
aun cheat, and PUafure is her name. 480 

fure never wai Lorenzo deaf } 
rar her now, now Jirfl thy r^al friend, 
nature made us not more fond than prouJ 
^inefs (whence hypocrites in joy I 
of mirth! artificers of fmiles 1) 4S5 

ouid the joy moft poignant y>«/2r affords 
I with biufhes, and rebuke our pride ?— 
eaven-born biufhes tell us man defcendsf 
the zenith of his earthly blifs ; 
reafon take her infidel repofe, 490 

neft inftin^ fpeaks our lineage high ; 
(lin£l calls on darknefs to conceal 
turous relation to the flails. 
y covers us with nohU Jbarm^ 
that 's unconfounded, is unmanned. 495 

n that biufhes is not quite a bruti, 
X with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I clofe, 
is good, and man for pleafure made } 
ifure full of glory, as of joyi 
, which neither blu/beSf nor expires, {0« 

^Itneffes are heard { the caufc is o'erj 
cience file the fentence in her court, 
han deeds that half a realm convey : 
rd by truthf th' authentic record runs* 

N a *' Know, 



His very crimes atteft his < 
His fatelcfs thirft of pleaft 
Declares him bom for blc 
What left than infinite m: 
PaJfionSi which aH on earl 
Fierce paflTionSy (o mif-me 
Stretched out, like eaglet 
Far, far beyond the wort] 
For earth too large, prefa 
And evidence our titie to 
Ye gentle theologues, of • 
Whofe conftitution dilates t 
Who, cold yourfelves, thial 
Think not our paflions from 
Though to corruption now t 
nat is their miflrefsy not th( 
(And juftly) reafin deem di^ 
1 feel a grandeur, In the pal 
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Vith low, terrcftrial appetite, to graie 535 

>n trifti, on toys, dethroned from high defue ? 

Tet ftill, through their difgrace, no feeble ray 

)f greatnelk fliines, and tells us, whence tlicy fell 1 

(ut theft (like that falKn momirch when reclainiM), 

Vhcn rtafon moderates the rein arip;ht, 54* 

•hall re-afcend, remount their funner fjihore, 

Vherc once they ibar'd illuftriousj ere Icduc'd 

iy wanton Eve's debauch, to ilrull on earth, 

Vnd fet the fubl unary woiM on fire. 

But grant their phreniy laiU i their phrcnfy fails 54.5 
To Uilappoint one providential end, 
?or which heaven blew up ardour in our hc:u*ts i 
iVere reafin filent, boundlcfs faJfioH iJH'aks 
K future icene of boundlcis objeds too, 
Aiad brings glad tidings of tttrual day. 550 

Eternal day ! *Tis that enlightens All ; 
And All, by that enlightcii'd, proves itfure. 
Consider man as an immm'tal being, 
Intelligible All \ and All is great \ 
A crystalline tranfparency prevails, 555 

And ih'ikcs full luiire through the human fphere t 
Coniidcr man as mortal^ All is dark. 
And wretched j reafon weeps at the furvcy. 

The learn'cl Lorenzo cries, " And let her weep, 
•' Weak, moJcrn reafon 1 Antient times were wile. 560 
" Authority^ that venerable guide, 
«* Stands on my part j tlie fam'd Atlicnian porch 
** (And who fi)r wifdoni ^o renowned as ihey ?) 
*' Dcny'd tiiis immortality to man.** 

N 3 I grant 



They leave tb' extravagance 

*• rtelh fliall not feclj or, ft 

•« The dagger or the rack } t 

•* A bed of rofcs, or the bui 

In men exploding all beyond 

Strange doftrinc, This ! As 

But not, as prophecy \ for fu< 

And, to their own aroazcmci 

They fcign'd a firmnefs Cbrtfi 

' The Cbrijiian truly triumph* 

The Stoic faw, in double woi 

Wonder at Them, and wonc 

To find the bold adventure* • 

Not bold, and that he drove 

Whence, then, thofe th« 

thoughts, that flew 

Such monftrous heights ?— Fi 

The glorious inftin^ of a de 
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leasM/ri^ proclaimed, what reafon diibeliev'd. 
ridt^ like the Delphic prieftefs, with a fwell, [ 95 
Av*d nonfenle, deftin'd to \>t future ittSt^ 
(Then life immortal^ in full day, fhould (hine \ 
i.nd dmthU dark Jbadonjus fly the gofpel fun. 
ley fpoke, what nothing but immortal fouls 
ould fpeak \ and thus the truth they queftionM, proved. 
Can then abfurdities, as well as crimes^ 
peak man immortal f All things fpcak him fo. 
luch has been urg'd : and doft thou call for more ? 
all ; and with endlefs queftions be diftrefs'd, 
Jl unrefolvable, if earth is all. 605 

" Why life, a moment j infinite, defire ? 
Our wifh, Eternity ? Our home, the Grave ? 
Heaven's promife dormant lies in human hope $ 
Who luijhes life immortal, proves it too. 
Why happincfs purfued, though never found ? 619 
Man*s thirft of happinefs declares // //, 
(For nature never gravitates to nought) 5 
That thirft unquench'd declares // it not Here, 
Mj Lucia, ^hy ClarifTu, call to thought \ 
Why cordial fricndjhip riveted fo deep, 615 

As hearts to pierce at firlt, at parting, rend. 
If friend, and friendihip, vanifh in an hour ? 
Is not This torment in the mafk of joy ? 
Why hy reflexion m-rr\l the Joys oi fcnfe? 
Why/^, zxid future J preying on our hearts, (>i« 
And putting all our prefcnt joys to death ? 
Why labours reafon ? inflnti were as well j 

N ^ ** Tndina 



And bofom- council to decltn 
Reafon with inclination ne^er 
If nothing future paid forbe: 
Thut OH'— Thcfe^ and a thoi 
All fromifcy fome enfun^ a i 
Which, were it doubtful^ woi 
Than all tilings elfe moft een 
What truth on earth fo pFeci< 
ms world it gives us, let wl 
This world it gives, in that 1 
The future of the prefent is 
How this life groans, when ii 
Poor mutilated wretch, that < 
By dark diftruft his being cut 
In both parts perifties ; life vc 
Sad prelude of Eternity in pa 
Couldft thou perfuade me, i 
Our ardent wishes ; how (hot 
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* Griif from th^ future borrow'd peace, ere while. 

* The future n/mifi^tit and the ^rtknt pmn'dt 

* Strange import of unprecedented ill I 655 
< Fall, bow profound ! Like Lucifer's, the fall ! 

'< Unequal fate t His fall, without his guilt 1 

" From where fond h^fe built her pavilion high, 

'< The gods among, hurPd headlong, hurPd at once 

" To night I To notbifigy darker liill than night! 660 

'« If 't was a dreamt why wake me, my worft Foe, 

** Lorenzo ! boaftfui of the name of Friend ! 

M O for deluiion ! O for enor ttill ! 

" Could Ttngeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 

" A thinking being in a world like This, 665 

" Not oter-rich before, noov beggared quite j 

" More curft than at the //r//.^— The fun goes out! 

^ The thorns flioot up ! What thorns in every thought ! 

" Why fenie of better ? It imbitters worfe. 

(< Whyfenfe^ why life ? If buttofigh, then fmk 670 

^ To what I was I t^<e nothing ! and much woe 1 

" Woe, from heaven's bounties ! woe from, whit was 

** wont 
" To flatter moft, high intellectual poiuirs, 
*• Tb^Hgbty wrtutf knowlei/ge ! bleflings, by thy fchcmr , 
*f Ail poifoA'd into pains. PHrft, knowledge, once 675 
** My foul's ambition, noiv her greatcft dread. 
**.To know myfr^'y true wil'dom ?— No, to Ihun 
** That ihocking fcience, parent of defpair ! 
« Avert thy mirror : if I fee, I die. 

<< Know my Creator f Climb His bled abode 6S6« 
*< Bx painful fpeculation, pierce the veilj 

« Dive 



<« To curie his birth, nor envy t 
." Ye fable clouds I ye darkeft ft 
" Hide Him, forever hide Him, i 
«* Once all roy comfort i fource, 
" Now leagued with furies, andw 

" Know His atcbie'vemenU ? 
" Contemplate this amazing un: 
«• Dropt from His hand, with r 
" For what ? 'Mid miracles of 
" To find one miracle of mifer;^ 
« To find the Being, which ale 
«< And praife His works, a blei 
" Through nature's ample rang 
" And ftart at man, the fmgle i 
" Breathing high hope I chainN 
" death? 
« Knowing is fuffering : anc 
" The figh of knoiAjledge /'— Vi 
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" Merit is madnefs j virtue in a crime j 710 

" A crime to reafin^ if it cofts us pain 

<* Unpaid: what pain, amidft a thoufand more, 

•« To think the moft abandoned, after days 

** Of triumph o'er their betters, find in <leath 

" ABfift a pillow, nor mvikt fouler clay I 715 

" Duty I Religion /— Thcfc, our duty done, 
*' Imply reward. Religion is miftake. 
•• Duty /—There 's none, hut to repel the cheat. 
«* Ye cheats ! away ! ye daughters of my pride ! 
" Who feign yourfclvcs the favourites of the flcies : jim 
*< Ye towering hopes I abortive energies t 
" That tofs, and ftniggle, in my iyifig breaft, 
" To fcale the fkies, and build prcfumptions There, 
•* As I were heir of an Eternity. 
*' Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 7*5 
" Why travel f.ir in queft of fure defeat } 
*• As bounded as my being, be my wifh. 
" All is inverted, fwifJom is a fool. 
** Senfe ! take the rein ; blind fi^on ! drive us on j 
** And, ignorance I befriend us on our way j 73* 

" Ye «Mv, but truefl patrons of our peace I 
" Yes J give the pnlfe full empire ; live the brute^ 
" Since, as the brtitc, we die. T\\tfum of man, 
" Of Godlike man I to re*velf and to rot. 

** But not on equal terms with other brutes : 735 
" Their i-evels a more poignant relifh yield, 
" And fafcr too 5 they never poifons chufe. 
" InfiinSlt than reafon^ makes more wholfomc meals, 
*' And fends all-marring murmur far away. 

" For 



** The wide-ftretch'd realm 
" SurpRffing fin/ual far, is . 
" In lifi fo fatally diftinguij 
•* Caft in one lot, confound 

" Ere yet in being, was i 
** Why thunderM this pecul 
" All-mortal and All-<wretd 
" Reafons of ftate, their ful 
** Nor humbly realbn, when 
" AU-mortal, and All-<wretc 
♦* Unparallel'd in nature » ' 
** On being unrequefted at T 
** Omnipotent ! for I fee no 

« And why fee That? Wh 
<* Then make our bed in dark 
** What fuperfluities are rec 
<* Oh give Eternity I or Th 
" But without thought our 



THE COMPLAINT, Night VII. 189 

<< For me, to treTpaft on the brutal rights > 

** Too much iotbiiwett to make one emmet more ? 770 

<* Too much for chaos to permit my mafs 

** A longer ftty with eilences unwrought, 

** Unfaihion'dy umtormeftted into man A* 

*< Wretched frrfermeut to this round of pains 1 

<* Wretched capacity of phrenzy, tboui^bt ! 775 

^* Wretched capacity of dying, iift ! 

** Life^ thdttght, tvortbf wi/tiom, A41 (O foul revolt 1} 

** Onci friends to peace, gone over to the {fit. 

** Deatbf then, has changM his nature too i O death ! 
*< Come to my boTom, thou heft gift of heaven t 780 
** Beft friend of man 1 fincc man is man no more. 
*< Why in this thorny wildermfi £0 long, 
'* Since there *6 no promised land's ainbrofial bower, 
*' To pay me with its honey for my (lings ? 
" If needful to the (elfilh Ichcmes of heaven 785 

" To fting us fore, why mockt our mifery ? 
*' Why this fo fumptuous infult o>r our heads ? 
'' Why this illuffarious canopy difplay'd ? 
'' Why fo magnificently lodg'd dejpair ¥ 
" At ftated periods, fure-retuming, roll 790 

** Thefe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
<< Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lofe 
" Their mifery's full meafure?— Smiles with flowers, 
'* And fruits, promifcuous, ever-teeming eat^th, 
** That man nay languifh in luxurieux fccncs, 795 
" And in an Eden mourn his withered joys f 
** Claim earth and flcies man's admirntiun, due 
** Tor Juab delights I Bleft animals f too wiie 

" To 



■ —•••••••• ww«V 



'' A Thcbci, a Babylon, 

*• Of time, toil, trcafiirc, a 

** Af congruoui, ai, for n 

•* Which proraptf proud tho 

" If, from her bumble cha 

" While proud thought fwe 

" The poor luonH calls ui 

" And, round ui, death's i 

' Drawf the dark curtain c 

" indrawn no morel^h 

" Once, I beheld a fun j a 

" That fable cloud, and tui 

" How the gra've '% alterM I 

'* A r^/jr/ hell to thofc who d 

** Annihilation I How it yai 

" Next moment I may drop fn 

«' The privilege of angels, a 

" An out-caft from exiftenci 
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** Whra horror tmi*uerfal (hall defcend, 

*' And hearen^s dark concavtf urn all human race, 839 

" On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, 

" How juft thii verfe ! this monumental fjgh !" 

Beneafb the lumber of demolifl)*d nvorUsf 
Deep in the rubbijb of the general ivreck, 
Swept ignominious to the common mafs 835 

Of mattery ne<uer digniffd fwitb life^ 
Here lie proud raiionals ; ne fens of heaven f 
The lords of earth I The property of ivorms I 
Beings of yefterday^ and not to-jnorrotv ! 
fFho li*D*d in terror y and in pangs expired ! 840 
' All gone to rot in chaos j or to make 
Their happy tranfii into blocks or brutes, 
Nor longer fully their Creator's name, 

Lorenzo ! hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce, 
uft is this hiftory ? I£ fuch is man, 845 

Mankind's hiftorian, though divine, might weep. 
ind dares Lorenzo fmile !•— I know thee proud; 
or once let pride befriend thee ; pride looks pale 
It fuch a fcene, and fighs for fomething more. 
imid thy boafts, prefumptions, and difplays, 850 

ind art thou then a ftiadow ? Lefs than Ihade ? 
L Nothing ? Lefs than Nothing ? To have been, 
ind not to be, is lower than Unborn. 
Lrt thou ambitious ? Why then make the worm 
'hinc equal ? Runs thy tafte of pleafure high ? 855 
Vhy patronize furc death of every joy ? 

Charm 



-wtvai. nuiurt t mauer-appecr 
If tndJeiji life, and happinei 
Or both wim'd, bin, where 
-Such man*e perverie, ^erna 
Dar^ftthoupM-riftf And is 
3ut a long train of tran(itoi 
£ifing» and breaking, milli 
Bubble! of a fantaftic deity, 
Jn fport, and then in crueJt; 
Oh I for what crime, unroei 
Deftroyi thy fchcmc the wk 
Kind if fell Lucilcr, conip a 
•Oh 1 fpare tbii moaflg of beii 
And vindicate th' aconomy < 
Heaven U all love \ all jc 
It never had created, but to 
And (hali it, then, arikco^ 
A fccing Ueii^ qx worthy /o 
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What deadly poifon hat thy nature drunk ; 

To nature undebauch*d no fliock fo great ; 

Nature*t/i)f wiAi if endUfs bappinefs^ 

Aamibilation \% an after-thought, 

Amonftrous wifh, unborn till viitue dies. Syo 

And| eh ! what depth of horror lies inclos'd I 

For non-exiftence no man ever wiHx'd, 

But, firft, he wiihM the Deity deftioyM. 

If fo s what wordf are dark enough to draw 
Tby pi6hire true ? The darkcft are too fair. S95 

Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury's aid. 
In what infernal pofture of the fouJ, 
Ail hell invited, and all hell in joy 
M fiich a birth, a birth fo near of kin, ^00 

Did thy ^ovX fancy whelp fo black a fcherae 
Of hopes abQrtive, J acuities half- blown. 
And deities begun^ reduced to duft ? 

There 's nought (thou fay'ft) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble efTences, tumultuous driven 905 

Through time's rough billows into nighfs abyPi. 
€ay, in this rapid tiJe of human ruin, 
Is there no rock, on which man's toifiitg thought 
Can reft from ten-or, dare his fate furvey, 
And boldly think itfometbing to be born ? 910 

Amid Aich hourly wrecks of being fair. 
It there no central, all-fuftaining bafef 
All-realizing, aU-<onne6^ing pofwer^ 
Which, as it call'd forth all things, can rttally 
And force dcftrudlion to refund h«;r fpoil ? 915 

Vol. II. O Command 



I'lucJc'd trom foul de^vaftation' i 
Binds pre/ent, pajf, znd future 
His thione, how glorious, thuj 
By germinating beings cluftcrii 
A garland worthy the divinity ! 
A throne, by heaven's omnipoi 
Built (like a pharos towering ii 
Amidft immenfe effufions of hi 
An ocean of communicated blift 
An all-prolific, all prefervin 
^bis were a God indeed.*- And 
As here prefum'd : he rifes fro] 
Think'ft thou Omnipotence a n 
Eacl^ bloflbm fair of Deity deft 
Nothing is dead 5 nay, nothing 
That ever animated human cla; 
Now wakes j is on the wing : j 
Will the fwarm fettle ?— When 
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flow ihould we gafp, as in an empty void I fy4 5 

How in the pangs of famifh'd bepe expire ! 

How bright mj i^rofyciX fliines ! how gloomy, thine f 
A trembling world ! and .1 devouring Cioil I 
£ai'tb, but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
fietrven^s face all ftain*d with cauiclel's maflacres 950 
Of count kTsmillionn, bon\ to feel the pang 
Of being iafl. Lorenzo ! can it be ? 
^bis bids us fhudder at the thought;) of /ife. 
Who would be born to fuch a phantom world. 
Where nought fubftautial but our mifcry ? 955* 

Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diftrcfs, 
-So foon to iHrrifli, anil revive no more ? 
The greater y«fi& a joy, the more it pains. 
A world, fo far from great (and yet how g^cat 
It ikineM to thee I) there 's nothing ri*al in it j 960 

Seifigi a fliadow j confrioufnefs^ a tlreain : 
A dream, how dreadful ! Univerfal blank 
Before it, and behind ! Poor man, a fjrjrlc 
From non-exiftencc ihuck by wrath divincy 
.Glittering a moment, nor that moment lure, 96 jp 

"Midft upper, nether, and furrounding ni\^ht^ 
Hit fad, fure, fuddcn, and eternal tomb ! 

Lorenzo ! doft thou/irr/ thcle arguments ? 
Or is there nought but njvngfance Q:\.n be felt? 
flow hall thou dar*d the deity dethrone ? 97^ 

Kow dar*d indid Uini of a world like this? 
li fuch tlie world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime but caulc of mifcry ? 
iRetra6l> blaiphemer ! and unriddle tbls^ 

O % iJi 



So juft the fkies, Philander's lif( 
His heart Co pure ; tbat, or fucc 
Have palms to givci or ne'er ha< 

" mat Mi old tale is this r I 
1 jp'ant this argument is old j b 
No years impair j and had not t 
Thou never hadft defpisM it for 
iTrutb is immortal as thy foul j 
As fleeting as thy joys : be wife 
Heaven's higheft blefTmg, venge 
Nor make a curfc of immortality 

Say, know'ft thou what it is, 
Know'ft thou th' importance of 
Behold this midnight glory : w 
Amazing pomp i redouble this 
Ten thoufand add i add twice ti 
Then weigh the whole j one fou 
And calls th' afLoniHiinj;: magni 



[E COMPLAINT, Night VII. 197 

n Omnipottnei has wak'd fo long t 1005 

'd, and workM, for agcsj from thcbirtli 

e to this unbelieving hour. 

. fmall province of His vaft domain 

ure bow, while I pronounce His Name !) 

s God done, and not for this fole end, 1010 

: fouls from death ? The fours high price 

\ all the condu6l of the (kies. 

•j high price is the Creation s Key. 

its myfteries, and n-aked lays 

jine caufe of every deed divine: XO1.5 

he chain of ages, which maiirtains 

vious correfpondence, andunites 

ant periods in one blcft defign : 

lie mighty hinge, on which have tuni'd 

utions, whether we regard xoit 

trail civil, or religious, world; 

iier two but fervants to the thirtf : 

there d\ity done, they both expire, 

ifs ocw-cart, forgoftheir tieeds renoiK'n" ch, 

els afk, " IVhere once they fhone fo fair T^ ^25 

t us from this abjcft, to fublime ; 

ic, to permanent 5 this dark, to day j. 

il, to pure ; this turbid, to ferene j 

an, to mighty !— for this glorious end 

lighty, rifmg, his long fabbath broke ! lo^o 

Id was made j was niih'd ; was rcftorM j 

)m the fkies were publifh'd 5 werercpealdj 

kings, kingdoms, rofe j kings, kingdoms, fell ; 

^ges lighted'up the ^^^«a world j 

O 3 Propluts 



Guilt was heirs gloom ; 
For one Hiort moment L\ 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou ' 
That hallotu'd page, fool 
Of all thefc truths thrice 
Deifts ! perform your qua 
Fall proftrate, ere you toi 
Nor lefs intenfely bent 
To mar, than thofe of //j 
O what a fcene is here !— 
Rife to the thought; cxci 
To take the vafl idea : it 
All elfe the name of great 
Not Europe againft Afric 
Of more than mortal ! mc 
Oit ardent wings of energ 
High-hovering o'er this Hi 
This fublunary ball — But 
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And tempeft nature's univerfal fpherc. 1065 

Such oppofites eternal, iledfaft^ ftem. 

Such foes implacable, zrtgoodf and i7/; 

Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace between them. 

Think not this fiction, ** There tvajivar in hea^ven,"^ 
From heaven'^ high cryftal mountainAvhcre it hiin?;, 1070 
Th' Almighty's out-llrctch'd arm took down his bow. 
And ihot his indignation at the (Jtrp : 
Re-thunderM heU, and darted all her fires. 
And feems the ftake of little moment ftill ? 
And (lumbers man, whofmgly caus'd the ftorm? 1075 
He fleeps.— And art thou fliock'd at myjiencs? 
The greateft, Thou. How ilrcidful to reflect, 
Wh^ ardour, care, and counfel mortals cauie 
In breads divine ( how little in their own 1 

Where-e'erl tum,hownew/r(?q/> pour upon me \^ic%^ 
How happily this wondrous view fupports 
My former argument I How ftronglyy?n>^fj 
/f;/^tfr/fl/V(/irV full demonibation, here! ^ 

Why this exertioj* ? Why this ftrange regard 
From heaven's Omnipotent indulged to man ?— 10S5 
Becaufe, in man, the glorious dreadful power, 
Extremely to be painM, or bleft, for e^er» 
Duration gives importance ; fwclls the price. 
An angel, if a creature of a day. 
What would he be? A trifle of no weight j 1090 

Or (land, or fall -, no matter which y he 's gone. 
Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulged 
This ftrange regard of deities to duft. 
iience heaven looks down on earth with all her eyes : 

• O 4 Hence 



Has 'held high counfel o'er th 
Nor have the clouds thofe { 
Angels undrew the curtain o 
And Providence came forth t 
In various modes of emphafis 
Be fpoke his will, and trembl 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder J 
Witnefs> thou Sinai ! whofe ( 
And (haken bafis, own'd the 
Witnefs, ye billoavj I whofe r 
Breaking the chain that fallen 
Swept Egypt, and her menac( 
Witncfs, yt flames! th' AfTyr 
To feven£old rage, as impotei 
And thou, earth t witnefs, wh 
Clos'd o'er • prefumptiorCs fac 
Has not each element, in turn 
The / X btpb trice, and fwn 
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'8 no confidence, meaning, plan, or end, 
teneath the fun, in all above, 1125 

* as man can penetrate), or heaven 
nmenfe, ineftimable prize ; 
s Nothing, or that prize is all.— • 
all each toy be ftill a match for heaven, 
11 equivalent for groans below ? 1 1 jo 

'ould not give a trifle to pre*veHt 
le would give a thoufand worlds to cure ^ 
iza 1 thou haft feen (if thine to fee) 
'«r/, and her God (by nature's courfit 
Lture's courfe control" d) declare for me : 1 x J5 
les above proclaim, '< immortal man !'* 
' man immortal V'' all below refounds. 
xrld 's a fydem of theology, 
y the greateft Grangers to the fchools ; 
^, learn'd } ^nd/ages o'er a plough. 1 140 

Lorenzo ! then, imposed on thee 
ird alternative j or, to renounce 
a/on, or thy fen/e j or, to bilie*vi F 
hen is unbtlirff 'Tis an exploit ; 
uous enterprize : to gain it, man 1145 

wrUt through every bar of common fenfe, 
imon fhame, magnanimoufly wrong j 
lat rewards th^ fturdy combatant ? 
te, repentanct \ ifffamjit his crown, 
vherefore, ififamy ? — For want of faith, 1 1 50 
he fteep precipice of *wrong he Aides j 
B nothing to I'upport him in the rights 
the future wanting is at leaH 

In 



nounce bt. jLVremoni, »im is 

Ere, rapt by miracle, by reafon 

His mounting mind made long 

This \%frectb'tnkingi unconfin'd 

To fend the foul, on curious tr 

Through all the provinces of h 

To dart her flight through the wh( 

Of this vaft univerfe to make t1 

In each recefs oi /pace, and th 

Familiar with their wpnders ; c 

And, like a prince of boundle 

Still moft ambitious of the mo 

To look on truth unbroken, ai 

Truth in tht fyfte^rii the full oi 

By truths enlightened, and fuf 

An arch-like, ftrong foundati< 

Th' incumbent weight of able 

Con^i£iion } here, the more wi 
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Fum up thine eye, furvey this midnight fcene j 

AThat are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundlei's orbs, 1245 

Df hunrian fouls, one day, the deftin'd range > 

And what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike man? 

Thofe numerous worlds that throng the fij*mament. 

And a(k more fpace in heaven, can roll at large 

In man^s capacious thought, and dill leave room 1250 

For ampler orbs, for neiv creations, there. 

Canfucb a foul contraft itfelf, to gripe 

A point of no dimenfion, of no weight ? 

It can ; it does : tha ixjorld is fuch a point : 

And, of that point, hov/ fr/ia/l a part enflaves ! 1255 

How fmall a part — of nothings fliall I fay ? 
Why not ^-^Friends, our ri&/^" treafure I how they di*op ! 
Lucia, Narciffa fair, Philander, gone \ 
The granje^ like fabled Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth; and, in an aweful voice, I260 

Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fmg. 
How the world falls to pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy I 
What fays this tranJj>ortation of my friends ? 
[t bids me love the place where noiu they dwell, 1265 
And fcorn this wretched fpot, they leave fo poer. 
Eternity's vaft ocean lies before thee j 
There 3 there, Lorenzo 1 thy Clarifla fails. 
5ive thy mind fea-room j keep it wide of earthy 
That rock of fouls immortal i cut thy cord j 1270 

Weigh anchor j fpread thy fails j call every wind ; 
Eye thy Great Pole-Jiar j make the land of life. 

Two kinds of life has doubU-ttatur" d man> 

And 



(The fate of all who die m ftubbc 

'Tis utter darkncft 5 ftriaiy doubli 

We fink by no judicial ftrokc of h 

But nattire'f courfii a« fure as plr 

^ince God, or man, muft alter, e 

(Since light and darkncfs blend nor 

•Ti« manifeft, Lorenio I nvho mu 

If, then, that tioubie death ftiou 

Blame not the bowcU of the Dcit 

.Man (hall be bleft, as far as man 

Not man alone, all rationals, hea 

With an illuftrious, but tremcnd< 

To counter-aft its own moft grac 

And this, of ftrift neccflity, not 

That power denyM, men^ angels. 

But paflSvc engines, void of prail 

A nature rational implies the pov 
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; the maker of immortal fates. 

ills by man, if finally he falls } 1305 

ill he mufi^ who learns from death alone, 

cadful fecret— That he lives for Ever. 

f this to Thee ?— Thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 

ond life ? But wherefore doubtful ftill ? 

1 life is nature's ardent wilh : 1310 

ardently we wifh, v^tfoon believe : 

trdy faith declares that wi(h deilroy'd : 

has deftroyM it P— Shall I tell thee what i 

feafd the future^ 'tis no longer wifh'd j 

when unwifli*d, vvtftri<ve to difbelieve. 1315 

•J infidelity our guilt betrays,^'' 

lat they^/^ dete6lion ! filufh, Lorenzo! 

for hypocrify, if not for guilt. 

uture feared ?-^hn infidel^ and fear? 

'hat ? A dream ? A fable ? — How thy dread, 1 32P 

Hing evidence, and therefore y7r««5-. 

Is my caufe an undeiign'd (bpport! 

iijbelief afHrros what it denies t 

unaiAMireSf ajferts immortal lifeJ*''^^ 

ifing ! infidelity turns out 1325 

ed, and a confejfion of our fins : 

ates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

enzo ! with Lorenzo clafli no more 5 

}nger a tranfpartnt vizor wear. 

I'ft thou, Refigion only has her maflt ? 1330 

nfidels are Satan's hypocrites, 

id the worft, and, at the bottom, fail. 

\ vifited by thought (thought 'will intrude), 

Like 



If not for that afyluniy they mi 
A hell on earth ; nor Tcape a v 
With infolence, and impoten* 
Inftead of racking fancy, to rej 
Keform thy manners, and the t 
B^it ihall I dare confefs the dire 
Can thy proud reafon brook To 1 
From purer moaners ^ Xofublime 
Is nature* s unavoidable afcent \ 
An boneft deift, where the gofpe! 
Matured to nobler, in the Cbrifi 
When that bleft change arrives, 
This fong fuperAuous \ life imm 
Convi6lion, in a flood of light i 
A Cbriflian dweUs, like • Uriel. 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to 
And ardent hope anticipates the 
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo I f< 
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not the conflagration (hall deftroy, 
inted in the mind of gods for ever, 
re> ruins not one letter loih 1365 

oud difdain of what ev'n gods adore, 
lile ?— Poor wretch ! thy guardian angel weeps, 
and meny aflent to what I fing ; 
lile, and thank me for my midnight dream. 
cious hearts fume phi'enzy to the brain 1 1370 
ufh us on to pride, and pride to ihame \ 
fidelity is nAjifs cockade, 
ce the brazen brow that braves the ikie$, 
of being, dreadfully fccure. 
o I i£ thy doflrine wins the day, 1375 

rives my dreams, defeated, from the field j 
r is All, if earth 2l final fcene, 
leed ; ftand faft ; be fure to be a knave^ 
*re in grain ! ne'er deviate to the right : 
'ft thou be ^aa</— how infinite thy lofs ! 1 380 
nly makes annihilation gain. 
:heme ! which life deprives of comfort, death 
»ei and which vice only recommends. 
ivbere, infidels I your bait thrown out 
:ch weak converts ? *where your lofty boaft 1 3S5 
jlfor virtue, and of love to man f 
ilation 1 I confefs, in tbefe* 
at can reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
pbers the converts of ^fong f 
low, its * title ^^ttcrs you, not me; 1390 

be the praife to make my title good| 
.. II. P Mine, 

« The Infidel Rcclaixied. 



Your hearts, and teach your 
For why fhould fouls immort 
E'er wifh (and wifh in vain!) 
What ne'crf^w die, oh ! grant 
The wifli, and aim, and labo 
Jncreafe^ and enter on the joy 
Thus (hall my title pafs ^fac 
Receive an imprimatur from i 
While angels fhout — An Injidi 
To clofe, Lorenzo ! fpitc o 
Still feems it ftrange, that tho 
Is it lefs ftrange, that thou fhc 
This is a miracle ; and T^hat n 
Who gave beginning, can exc 
Deny thou art : Then, doubt 
A miracle with miracles inclc 
Is man : and ftarts his faith a 
What lefs than wonders, fror 
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veak thy faith, why chuie the harder fide ? 
nothing knonjUf but what is marvellous ) 
what is marvellous, we can't believi. 
weak our reafon^ and (o great our God, 1415 

atmoft furpritcs in x)\t faered page^ 
all a« Urangc, or Granger, mufl he trur. 
h is not reaforCi labour, but rcpole. 
'ofaithf and virtue ^ why fobackwanl, man? 
n hence :— The frtfent ftrongly llrikcs us all j 14^^ 
future^ faintly \ can we, then, be men f 
len, Lorenco I the renjerfe is right. 
fon is man's peculiar : Senfe^ the brute's^ 
prefent is the fcanty^realm of fenfe j 
future^ reafoffs empire unconHn'd : 143J 

that expending all her godlike power, 
plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there) 
re, builds her Uejjtngs ! There, expcils hcrpraiffi 
I nothing aiks oi fortune, or of men, 
I what is r^4i/0« ^ Be (he, thus, detin'd; i44t» 

Ton is upright Jiature in the your/. 

be a man ; and ftrivc to be a god. 
hv what? (thou fay'ft) Todamp the joys of life ?'* 

to give heart ^oiA fubflance to ihy joys, 
t tyrant, bope\ mark how (lie domineers; 144^ 
bids us quit realities, for dreams ; 
ty and peace for hazard, and alarm $ 
t tyrant o'er llie tyrants of the faul, 
bids ambition quit its taken prite, 
rn the luxuriant branch on which it fits, i45« 

ugh b«u-ing crowns, to fpring at difant game j 

P 4 AuJ 



Our leave »*-« - » 

3m, VA man's v^tt to v»^t It 

rt« hope i. earth's mofteftimal 

^U, i» nia«>portio«, "Wf* ""J" 
H^^.ofaUpaffion., mofrbefhe. 

Paffions of prouder name befriend 
y„ has her /*«•/ j and Iranfpcrt 

Htte, like » o"****' 'n""**^.' " 
Man's heart, at once, »»^««".' 
Norniake.hmipayhi.vrifdomf 
TU all our prefent date can /«/ 
Health to the firamel and vigour 
A joy attemper-d I a cbafiU'd del 
Xilce the fair fununer evening, ti 
TU man's full cups his paradil 

A bleft hereafter, tben, or ho 
I, All; ourw^ffeof happinefs 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious I 

e «.« CrxntrX Ivr 
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NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 
^ I R T U E'8 APOLOGY; 

OR, 

THE MAN OF THE WORLD ANSWERED. 

IN WHICH ARE CONSIDERBD, 

*he Love of this Life ; the Ambition and Pleafure, 
wi^ the Wit and Wifdom of the World. 

\ND has all nature, then, efpout^l my part ? 
Have I bribM heaven and earth to plead againil thee i 
jid is thy foul immortal F'-^'Wlizt remains ? 
Jl, All, Lorenzo I— Make immortal, bleft. 
nbleft immortals '.—What can fhock us more f 5 
jid yet Lorenzo ftill afFefts tb^ fworld 5 
here, ftows his treafure ; thence, his title draws, 
\an of the <worU (for fuch wouldft thou be call'd) 
.nd art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle ? 
roud of reproach ? for a reproach it «was, xo 

I antient days -, andCHRisTiA N-— in an age, 
iThen men were men, and not afham'd of heaven-— 
ir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy. 
crinkled with dews from the Caftalian font, 
Mivwould I re -baptize thee, and confer 15 

. purer fpirit^ and a nobler name. 

P J Thy 



Thy trij>lc banc ! rnc w.|..- 

Thy virtue dead ! lie thi/L my triple 

Nor fliall thy iL-iij or ivij'JoM^ be fo 

C'opimon the theme; not i'o the fo 
My fong invokes, Urania, deigns tc 
The charm that chains us to the wor 
If tile (liffolves, the man of earth , at 
Starts from his trance, and fighs for 
Scenes, whcrc^therrfpsirkt of night, tJ 
l/nnumherM funs (for all things, a 
The bieH behold;) and, in one gioi 
Their blended bla^e on man's aiton 
A blaze— tlie leatl illulirious objed 

Loren/o ! iiucc aUrnai is at haii( 
To fwallow fi.ai''s umbitions; as t 
Leviatluin, tJK- bubbles vain, that 
Ili[.^h on the foajning billow ; wh: 
High tititSy high deicent, attainn 
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On human heartf He (lencis a jealous eye> 

And niar)L8t ^nfl in heaven's icgiftcr inrolls. 

The rifei ^nd progrefs, of each option theve i 

Sacred to doomfday 1 That the page unfolds, 50 

And fpreads ms to the g^ze of gods and men. 

And wha^ an option, O Lorenzo ! thine P 
This wovld 1 apd This, unrivaPd by the ikies ! 
A world, where lull of picajHre^ grandeur y gciUt 
'J'jiree demons t)\at divide its realms between thcjn, 55 
With llrokes alternate buflct to and fro 
Man*s re((|ef8 heart, their fport, their flying bull; 
Till, with^the giddy circle iick, and tir d. 
It pants for peace, and drqps into defpair. 
$ttch is the world Lorenzo fc-ts above 60 

That gloripus promife angels were tllccm'd 
Too mean to bring 5 ^. projuife, their AJor^U 
Defcendcd to communicate, and prcis, 
Bycounfel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
Suich is the world Lorenzo's wil'dom wooes, 65 

And op its thorny pillow feeks rcpoi'c j 
A pillow, which, like opiates ill-prcpur'd* 
Intoxicates^ but not compofcs ; fills 
The vilionary mind yvith gay chimxras. 
All the wild trafli of /leep, without the reft ; 7Q 

What unfeign'd taayel, and what dreams of joy! 

How frail, njen, things 1 how momentary, both I 
Fantailic chace of ihadows hunting (liades ! 
The^^, the^tt^, equal, though unlike j 
Equal in wifdom, diiferenlly wife ! 75 

Through flowery meadows, anil through dreary wnflis, 
P 4. One 



The fcenes of fUajure^^^ Yvnai is a 
thtre^ othen wc dcfpife 5 and Here^ 
Amid Afgufi eternal, dwelU delight \ 
*Tis approbiUiom ftriket the firing of 

What wondrous prize hat kindled 
Stuns with the din, and choaks us w 
On life's gay ftage, one inch above tl 
The proud run up and down in queft 
Tht fenftudf in purfuitof fomething 
The grave, of gold j the politic, of 
And ally of other butterflies, as vaii 
As eddies draw things frivolous and 
How is man's heart by vanity drawn 
On the fwift circle of returning toyf 
Whirrd,ftraw-like,round and round, 
Where gay deluiion darkens to defpj 

" This is a beaten track, ^^-^It th 
Should not be beaten ? never beat a 
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It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 

Man's mifadventures round the lidening world I 

Man is the tale of narrative old time ; 

Sad tale; which high as Paradife begins j xxo 

As if, the toil of travel to delude, 

From ftage to ftage, in his eternal round, 

The <^/, his daughters, as they fpin our hours 

On fortunes wheel, where accident unthought 

Oft, in a moment, fnaps life's ftrongeft thread, 1x5 

Each, in her turn, fome tragic (lory tells, 

With, now-and-then, a wretched farce between, 

And fills his chronicle with human woes. 

Time's daughters, tiuc as thofe of men, deceive us | 
Not one, but puts fome cheat on all mankind : 120 
While in thtir father's bofom, not yet ours. 
They flatter our fond hopes $ and promife much 
Of amiable ; but hold him not o'erwil'e. 
Who dares to truft them ; and laugh round the year, 
At ftill- confiding, (lill-confounded, man, X15 

Con6ding, though confounded ; hoping on. 
Untaught by trial, unconvinced by proof. 
And ever-looking for the never-feen. 
Life to the laft, like hardened felons, lyes $ 
Nor owns itfelf a cheat, till it expires. 139 

Its little joys go out by One and One, 
And leave poor man, at length, in perfe6l night ; 
Night darker, than what, noaVf involves the pole. 

O Thou, who doft permit thefe ills to fall, 
Forgraciousends,and would'ft that man fhould mourn ! 
O Thou, whofe hands this goodly fabric fram'd, 

Whe 



Eartfs days arc numbered, n 
As moital, though Icfs tianfi 
Yet they doat on heri as the ' 
Were both eternal, folid j TI 
They doat 1 on what ? //ba 
A region of outfidps ! a land 
A fruitful field of flowery pr< 
A wildcmefs of joys I pcrples 
And flinrp with thqrns I a tro 
With bold adventurers, their 
No fecond hope, if here their 
Frown foon it mt^* Of vari 
Of enfi^^ns various } All alik< 
AU rMcis, anxious J toft witl 
In calmcft ikies j obnoxious / 
And ftormy the moft general 1 
Ml bound for happinefs ; yet 
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And fuffering more from folly, than from fate. 

Ocean ! Thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man t 
Death* J capital, where moil he domineers, 170 

With all his cbofen terrors frowning round, 
(Though lately feafted high at * Albion's coft) 
Wide-opening, and loud-roaring iWll for more 1 / 
Too faithful mirror t how doft thou reflect 
The melancholy fjuct of human life 1 175 

The ftrong rcfemblance tempts me farther ftill : 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper llruck. 
By moral truth, in fuch a mirror (cen, 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-tiattei% unexperienced, high in hope, i8» . 

WhenyouHg, with fanguine chear, and ttreamcrs gay, 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our friend ; 
All, in fome darling enterprise embark'd ; 
But where is he can fathom its cxUnt ? 1^55- 

Amid a multitude of artiefs hands, 
Ruin's fure perquifitc I her lawful prize 1 
Some fteer aright; but the black blatt blows hard, 
And puffs them wide of ho|)e : with hearts of proof. 
Full againft wind and tide, fome win their way j J<^a 
And when ftrong effort has dcfervM the port, 
And tugg'd it into view, 'tis won ! 'tis loft I 
Though ftrong their oar, ftill ftronger is their fiitc : 
They ftrikc j and while they triumph, they explic. 
In ftrcfs of weather, moj} ; fome fmk outijgbt \ 19?. 

Ocu. 
• Admiral Bulchcn, cS:c. 



How few, beneath aufpicious pla 
(Darlings of Proyidencc ! fond 1 
With fwelling fails make good tli 
With all their wifhes freighted ! 
Freighted with all their wifliet , i 
Free from misfortune, not from 
They ftill are men ; and when is 
As fatal timi, ztjfcrm I the ni(h 
Beats down their ftrength \ their i 
In ruin end : and, now, their (n* 
But plants ni*w terrors on the vi^ 
What pain to quit the world, jui 
Their neft fo deeply drownM, an 
Too low they build, who build I 
Woe then apart (if woe apart 
From mortal man), and fortune 
The gay I rich ! great ! triumphs 
What are they ? — ^The mo/l happ' 
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t aggravated impotence in power I 
titletf tbffit what infult of their pain t 
It fole anchor, equal to the waves^ 
rtai hope / defies not the rude ftorm, 
f comfort from the foaming billows' rage^ %%o 
makes a welcome haibour of the tomb. 
This ^ /ketch of what thy foul admires } 
It here (tliou fay'ft) the miferies of life 
*e huddled in a group. A more diftin£l 
rve/) perhaps, might bring thee better news.'* 135 
on life's (lages \ they fpcak plainer ftill ; 
plainer they, thee deeper wilt thou /igh. 
on thy lovely boy j in him behold 
bed that can befal the bell on earth \ 
boy has virtue by his mother's fide 1 240 

on Florcllo look t tL father's heart 
ider, though the ma/t's is made of ftone ; 
truth, through fuch a medium feen, may makt 
efTion deep, and fondncfs prove thy friend, 
^rcllo lately caft on this rude coaft 245 

Iplefs infant j now a hecdlefs child { 
oor Clarina's throesj thy care fucceeds } 
full of love, and yet fcvcre as hate 1 
thy foul's joy how oft thy fondnefs frowns ( 
ful aufterities his will reftrain i afo 

horns fence-in the tender plant from harm, 
et, his rea/on cannot go alone } 
siks a fterner nurfe to lead it on. 
little heart is often terrify'd ) 
blufli of morning, in bis cheek, turns pale) %$$ 

Its 



Cuiltlefs, and fad ! a wr< 

How cruel this ! more en 

Our nature fuch, with nei 

We purchaft profpcfts of 

Though not z father ^ Th 

Suppofe him difciplin'd 

'Twill fmk our poor accoi 

-J^ipe from the tutor, prou 

jHe leaps incloAire, bound 

The world is taken, alter 

Xike antient Troy 5 and a 

Alas ! the world 's a tutoi 

Jts leflbns hard, and ill dc 

iJnteaching All his rirtuoi 

Or books (fair virtue's ad^ 

For who receives him in 

Men of the tvorld, the terr 

Welcome the modeft ftrant 
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^nd feigJi, for glory, thtfew fatilti they wnnt| 
That love a lye, where tnith would pty as well j 
\8 if, to Them, 'vice (hone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! canft thou bear a (hocking fight } 
?irf/&, for FlorcHo's fake, 'twill now nppcar t 190 

5ee, the Itccrd files of ftafon'd veterans, 
FrainM to the world, in burniihM falfchood bright} 
Deep in the fatal ftratagems of peace ; 
^11 foft fenfation, in the throng, rtihb'd offj 
Ml their keen purpofe, in politenefs, flicath'd $ 295 
Kis friends eternal— during intcred ) 
His foes implacable— when worth their while 3 
At war with every welfare, but their own } 
As wife as Lucifer } and half as good j 
And by whom none, but Lucifer, can gain— 300 
^Jflkcd, through Thcfe (fo common fate ordains), 
Maked of heart, his cruel courfc he nm«, 
5tung out of All> mort amiable in life, 
Prompt truth, and open thought, and Imilcs unfcignM j 
Affection, as his fpccics, wide difTunVl ; 305 

Moble prefumptions to mankind's renown j 
Ingenuous truti, an(i confidence of love. 

Thefc claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) 
iVill coil him many a figh j till time, and pains, 
From the (low mi(ti*ef8 of this fchool, ExperieNcet 310 
And her a(Ii(Unt, paufing, pale, Difrnflt 
Purchafe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth 
Through fcrpentine obliquities of life. 
And the dai-k labyrinth of human-hearts. 
Aiid happy I if the clue ihtli come (b cheap j 315 

For, 



By bafe alloy, to bear the c 
Bglow caJrd wifdom j finks 
And brands him into credit 
Where fpecious titles dignif 
And nature*8 injuries are ar 
Where brighter reafon prom 
And heavenly talents make 
That unfurmountable extrei 
Poor Machiavel ! who lal 
Forgot, that genius need no 
Forgot, that roan, without! 
His plan had praftis^d, long 
The world 's all titU-page\ 
The world 's HI face-, the i 
Is whooted for his nudities, 
A man I knew, who liv'd u 
And well it fed him j he foe 
While rankeft venom foam\ 
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ti all the necrpmatttics of their art, 
ing the game of faea on each other, 
;uQg court fweet-meats of their latent gall, 
>olifh hope, to fteal each other*8 tnift i 
I cheating, both exulting, both deceived ; 350 

, fometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone 1 
ir parts we doubt not ) but be That their Aiame $ 
1 men of talents, fit to rule mankind, * 
p to mean wiles, that would difgrace a fool j 
lofe the thanks of thofe few friends they ferve ? 355 
who can thank the man, he cannot yir^^ 
^hy fo much confer P It defeats itfelf. 
that know ail things I know ye not, mens hearts 
therefore known, becaufi they are concealed ? 
why concealed ?— The caufe they need not tell. 360 
'e him joy, that *s aukward at a lye ; 
>fe feeble nature truth keeps dill in awe | 
incapacity is his renowq^ 
great, *tis manly, to (Utdain difguife ; 
ews our fpirit, or it proves our ibength. 365 

u fay'ft, 'Tis needful t is it therefore right f 
e'er, I grant it fome fmall (ign of grace, • •* 
Irain at an ea^cufe 1 and wouldft thou then 
pe that cruel needf Thou may'ft, with eafej 
ik no pod needful that demands a knave. 370 

rn late our civil helm was *Aiifting hands, 
'ulteney thought x think better if you can. 
lit this, how rare I the public path of life 
irty {—yet, allow that dirt its due, 
akes the noble mind more noble dill t 375 

OL, 11. Q^ The 



1 o mew how fair i 

Take either part, fun 

Sure, though not equ 

Not wrtue'j'klf is ci< 

Virtue hat her relapfa 

Foes, that ne'er fail t 

f^irtu^ has bcr pecuJiai 

Tiue friends to virtue 

But if they figh, can < 

If nvifdom has her rail 

How can poor folfy In 

And if both fuffer, wl 

Where he moJ9 happy, 

Where much, much pa 

And/ome forgivenefs. 

For friend, or happy I, 

Of neither ihall he fint 

The world's fwom a 
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an nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
'gafurif and gUry^ the chief good of man ?** 
mpruUt ^nd/iM/uality, rejoice? 
1 purity of thought, all pUafun fpringa } 
, from an humble fpirit, all our ptact. 4x0 

ItioHy pUafurt / let us talk of Thefe t 
rhefe, the Porch, and Academy, talkM } 
fhefe, each following age had much to iay 1 
unexhaufted, ftill, the needful theme. 
I talks oi'jb^fit to mankind all at once 415 

ilks \ for where the faint from either freet 
Thefe thy refuge ?— No : thefe rufti upon* thee \ 
vitals feize, and <v»//tfr/*like, devour s 
try, if I can pluck thee from thy rock, 
letheus I from this barren ball of earth ] 410 

'afon can unchain thee, thou art fre^. 
nd, iirft, thy Caucafus^ ambition, calls \ 
intain of torments i eminence oi woes I 
ourtcd woes I and courted through midake 1 
not ambition charms thee { His a cheat 425 

, make thee ilart, as H-— >- at his Moor. 
grafp at greatnels ? Firlt, know what it ia t 
ik'ft thou thy grcatnefs in diJIinSiion lies ? 
in the feather, wave it e'er fo high, 
ortune 4ttck, to mark us from the lhroQgt| 430 
ory lodg'd : 'tis lodg'd in the reverfc ; 
lat which joins, in that which equals, All, 
monarch and his (lave )*—*'< A deathlcfs foul, 
nboundcd profpe^, and immortal kin, 
Father God, and brothers in the ikies 1'' 435 
# (i^i FJJer, 



Thy flavesy and equals : )u>w 1 

Reboiixids od Thee 1 if man is 

Art thou a god ? li fortune ma 

Beware the confcqucnce : a m: 

Which ^ws a monlbous pi£li 

Where, in the drapery, the mi 

Externals fluttering, and the i 

Thy greateft glory, when difp 

Bol^ tbaU^XoM^j in which tH) 

• We wifely ftrip the fteed we 

Judge wei in their caparifons. 

It nought avails thee, ivbere, 

All the diftinaions of this litt 

A«e quite cutaneous, foreign 

When, through death's ftreigh 

•creep. 
Which wriggle into weklth, < 
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ndjet, what then remains, inipofe their name, 465 » 
tMiounce them Weak, or Worthy j Great, or Mean* ^ 
3w mean that fnufF of glory fortune lights, 
nd diatb puts out t Deft thou demand a teft, 
teft, at once, infallible, and ihort, 
f real Grcatnefs ? That man Grcatly-lives, 470 

^ate>r his fate, or fame, who Greatly dies $ 
igh-flufh'd with hope, where heroes ihall defpair. 
this a true criterion, many courts, 
luftriou^ might afford but few grandees. 
Th' Almighty, from his throne, on earth fun'cys 475 
ought Greater, than an honed, Humble Heart $ 
n Humble Heart, Hh rcfidcnce ! pronounced 
is fecond feat; and rival to the (kics. 
he private "path, the fccret afts of men, 
' noble, far the npbleii of our lives I 480 

ow far above J^orenzo's gloi7 fits 
V illuftrious mafler of a name unkntnvn \ 
/^hofc worth unrivalM, and unwitnefsM, loves 
ifo^fl facred (hades, where gods converfe with men | 
jid peaccf beyond the world's conceptions, fmiles ! 485 
.1 thou (now dark), before we part, ftialt fee. 
But thy Great Soul th'n Jkulkiug glory fcorns, 
orenzo 's fick, but when Lorenzo 's fcen j 
Lnd, when he Oirugs at public bufmcrs, lyes. 
'eny*d the public eye, the public voice, 490 

kS if he liv'd on other*' breath, he dies, 
ain would be make the world his pedcltal j 
lankind the gazers, the fole figure, He. 
Inows he, that mankind praifc againil #iclr will, 

0^3 A:kI 



\yi| iiwju au iLbii uiuic lUiuuiy ' 

Taking his countiy.by five hop 

Senate! at once admire liim, ant 

With modcft laughter lining loi 

Which makes the finile more m 

Hh/amif which (like the mighi 

With laurels, in full fenate, gr 

"Ryfeeming friends, that honour 

We rife in glory, as we fmk in 

Where boafting ends, there digi 

And yet, miftaken beyond all n 

The blind Lorenzo ^s proud— of 

And dreams himfcif afcending 

An eminence, though fancy'c 

All vice yf2j\t%' hellebore j but c\ 

Pride ioudtft calls, and for the 

Btcuufe, unlike all other vice, i 

Infamy the point, infamy mof 
wru *. _.. i_. A t 1- .1 
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Lorenzo cries— -<' Be» then, amhitiom caft | 515 

«' Ambition '• dearer far ftandt uniinpeach*d« 

^* Gay pUafure I proud ambition it her ilave \ 

** For Her, he foart tit greats and hazards r//) 

** For Her, he iights, and bleeds, or overcomes j 

*« And paves his way, with crowns, to reach Her fmile 1 

•* Who can rcfift her charms V^^^Or, /honUF Lorenzo t 

What mortal (hall refift, where angels yield ? 

PUafure *s the miftrefs of ethereal powers % 

For her contend the rival gods above \ 

fUafure "s the midrefs of the world below ; 531 

And well it was for man, that pleafurt charms ; 

How would All ftagnate, but {otpUafurfi ray 1 

How would the frozen dream of a£lion ceafe I 

What 19. the pulfe of this fo bufy world ? 

The love of //^^//r/ ; that, through every vein, 540' 

Throws motion, warmth ) and /huts out death from life. 

Though various are the tempers of nankind, 
?Uafures gay family hold All in chains t 
8onM moft affefl the black ) and fome, the fair \ 
^me honed flea fur e court ) and fome, obfcene. 545 
.rleafures obfcine are various, as the throng 
Of pafltons, that can err in human hearts ; 
Miftakc their objeib, or trangrefs their bounds« 
Think you there's but one whoredom? Whoredom, All, 
But when our reafon lictnies delight. 550 

Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou (halt doubt no more. 
Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common harlot, in the dark \ 
A rank adttltcVcr with otlicrs' gold / 

li> And 



1 o wmcn xiojtngU lacnhce mi 
For Her, the faint abftains \ tl 
The Stoic proud, for pUafurt^ 
For Her, affliSHorCs daughters 
And find, or hope, a luxury ii 
For Her, guilt, ihame, toil, d 
And, with an aim 'vokfptuouSf 
Thus univerfal her defpotic po' 

And as her empire wide, hei 
Pktron of pleafure I doater on 
I am thy rival $ pleafure I proi 
Pleafure the purpofe of my glo 
Pleafure is nought but virtue's 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her wc 
Virtue the root, and pleafure is 
And honeft Kpicurus* foes wer 

But this founds harfh, and g 
If o'erft^inM wifdom ftill retai 
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honey f*wiet\ but, owning, add this/rn^^ 585 
*' When mixt with poifon, it is deadly too/^ r 
Truth never was Indebted to a lye. 
Is nought but *viriue to be praisMi as good } 
Why then is health preferred before difeafe } 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 550 
And where no future drawback cries, ** Beware j" 
PUafuret though not from virtue, Jhouhi prevail 
*Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heaven ; 
How cold our thanks for bounties uncnjoy*d I 
The lo*ve of pUafure is man*s eldeft-born, 595 

Born in his ciadie, living to his tomb j 
l^d9mf^\^r younger filler, though more grave. 
Was meant to nmifter^ and not to mar, 
Imperial pleafure, queen of human hearts. 

Lorenzo I Thou, her majefty's rcnown'd, 600 

Thifugh uncoift couofel, learned in the tworiif 
Who think'ii thyfclf a Murray, with difdain 
May'rt look on me. Yet, my Dcmofthenes ! 
Caiift thou \Acw^iea/ure's caufe as well as I ? 
Know'ft thou her nature, purpofe, parentage F 605 
Attend my.ibng, and thou (halt know them all ) 
And know Thyfelf ; and know thyfelf to be 
(Strange truth I) the moil abAemious man alive. 
Tell not Califta ^ (he will laugh thee dead } 
Or ibid thee to her hermitage with L 610 

/^.bfurd prcfumption ! Thou who nerer knew'ft 
A. ferious thought 1 (halt thou dare dream of joy ? 
Mo man e'er found a bappy life by chance j 
Or yuwn'd it into being, with a wilh i 

Ort 



WeaUb may feek Ut \ but wij 
Sought before all \ but (how < 
We feek on earth !) 'tit neva 
Firft, pUafure's birth, rife, fl 
Brought forth by 'wifdom^ nu 
Uy fatience taught, by perfe^u^ 
She rears her head majeitic \ r 
Erefted in the bofom of the ji 
Each virtue, lifted, forms her 
For what are *virtuesf (Formi 
What, but the fountain, or d( 
Why, then, commanded? Ne 
At once to miritf and to maki 
Great Legiflator t fcarce fo gr< 
irmen are rational, and love 
Thy gracious law but flatters i 
In the tranfgreflion lies the per 
And they the nioft indulge, w 
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tafure^ firft, fuccours 'virtue \ in return, 645 

Hue gives pleafure an eternal reign. 

liat, but the pleafure of food, friendfhip, faith, 

ipports Xihnaturaly ci*vil, and dMnef 

'is from the pleafure of repaft, we live 5 

'is from the pleafure of applaufe, we pleafe ; 650 

*i8 from the pleafure of belief, we pray 

Ul prayer would ccafe, if unbclievM the prize): 

ferves ourfelvctf, our fpecicH, and our God j 

nd to fcrve more, is paft the fpherc of man. 

lide, then, forever, pleafure's facred ftream 1 655 

hrougfa Eden, as Euphrates ran, it runs, 

nd foftcrs every growth of happy life j 

ikes a new Eden where it flows j— but fuch 

I mufl be loft, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. 

'< What mean I by thy fall ^'*— Thou 'It fhortly fee, 660 

'hile pleafurc's nature is at large difplay'd \ 

Ircady fung her origin , and ends. 

bofe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree, 

hen pleafure violates, 'tis then a vice, 

id vengeance too ; it haftens into pain. 665 

om due refrefhment, life, health, rcafon, joy ; 

cm wild excefs, pain, grief, diftraftion, death 5 

;aven's juftice ihis proclaims, and that herlove. 

Tiat greater evil can I wifh my foe, 

lan his full draught of pleafure, from a ca(k 670 

ibroach'd by /«/? authority ^ ungaugM 

r temper emce, by reafon unrefin'd ? 

thoufand daemons lurk within the lee. 

raven, othertf and ourfclves ! uninjur'd thefts 

Drink 



A iclf-wrought happinefs unmcani 
Who made us, and the world we ^ 
Who forms an inftnunent, ordain: 
Its diflbnaAce, or harmony, (hall i 
Heaven bade the foul this mortal (i 
Bade virtue^s ray divine infpirc the 
With unprccarious flows of vital j( 
And, without breathing, man as ^ 
For life, as without piety, for j^eai 
" Is 'virtue, then, and piety the 
No ; piety is more j 'tis virtue's foi 
Mother of every worth, as that of 
Men of the world this doftrine ill d 
They fmile at piety ; yet boaft aloi 
Cood-iviU to men ; nor know they 1 
What nature joins j and thus conf 
With pietj begins all good on eartl 
'Tis the firft-bom of rationalitv. 
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>ome finifter intent taints all he does j 795 

find, in his kindeft aflions, he *s unkind. 

0n piety, humanity is built j 
^nd, on humanity, much happinefs { 
A.nd yet ftill more on piety itfclf. ' 
A. foul in commerce with her God, is heaven j 71a 
Feels not the tumults and the fhocks of life j 
The whirls of paflTions, and the ftrokes of heart. 
A Deity believM, is joy bcguai 
A Deity ndorM, is joy advanced ; 
A Deity belov'd, is joy matured. 7^i 

Each branch of piety dcliglit infpires 5 
Faith builds a bridge from this world to the next, 
O'er death's dark gulph, and illl its horror hides 5 
Prai/Cf the fweet exhalation of our joy, 
That joy exalts, and makes it (\veeter ftill ; 710 

Player ardent opens heaven, lets down a ftrcam 
Of glory on the confecrated hour 
Of man, in audience with the Deity. 
Who worihips the Great Gcd, that inftant joins 
The firft in heaven, and fets his foot on hell. 725 

Lorenzo I when waft Thou at church b^'ore F 
Thou think'ft the fervise long : but is it juft ? 
Though juft, unwelcome i thou hadft rather tread 
Unhallow'd ground} the Mufe, to win thine ear, 
"Muft take an air Icfs folemn. She complies. ^^ 730 
Good confcience I at the found the tworU retires } 
Verfe difaftedls it, and Lorento Titles $ 
Yet hasftie her/eragiio full of charms j 
And fuch at tgt ihall heightesi not impair. 

Art 



« Or with warm heart, and con 
*' Spring up) and lay ftrong hold o 
Thy gloom is fcattcr*d, fprightl; 
Though wiihcr'd is thy vine, ai 
Doit call the bowl, the viol, : 
Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wi 
Phyficians ! more than half of X 
Laufibter^ though never ccnfur*d 
(P^don a thought that oxiXy ften, 
X% half- immoral t is it much ind 
By venting fplecn, or diflipating 
It fliews 9l /corner^ or it makes a 
And Hns, as hurting others, or < 
"'TIS pnde^ or emptinefs^ applies 
That tickles little minds to mirt] 
Of grief approaching, the porteni 
The houfe of laughter makes a h 
A man triumthant is a monftrou< 
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mtf a wife man never will be fad | ^6§ 

ither will fonorous, bubbling rotrtli» 
low ftream of happinefs betray t 
appy to be fportive, he *a fereoe. 
wouidft thou laugh (but at*^thy own expence) 
ounfcl ftrange flioui^ I prefume to give-— y 7^ 
ire» and read thy BMi, to be gay/* .9' 

truths abound of fovereign aid to peace j 
lo not prize them lefs, becaufe infptrM, 
)u, and thine, are apt and proud to do. 
Infpir'd, that pregnant page had ftoody .775 
treafuiie t and the wonder of the wife ! 
think'ft, perhaps, thy foul alone at ftake j 
—Should men miftakc thcc for zfool^'^ 
man of taftc for genius, wifdom, truth, 
;h tender of thy fame, could interpofe ? 780 
r me, fcnfe, beret a6>B a double part, 
\t true critic is a Chrijiiati too. 
thefoi thou think'ft, are gloomy paths to joy.— 
Dy in funHiine ne'er was found at firft; 
firft, thcrafelves ofFeml, who greatly pjeafe ; 785 
ravel only gives us found repofe. ^ 
\ foils all pleafurc} effort is the price % 
js of cbnqueft are the joys' of man j 
lory the viftorious laurel fpreads 
leafiire^s pure, perpetual, placid ftream. 790 
re is a time, when toil mud be prcferrM, 
, by mif-tim'd fondnefs, is undone. 
1 oi fleafurt^*l% a man of pains, 
wilt not take the trouble to be blcft. *' 
+ Falfo 



a»«u. u^ppincis uuii. umotuj nr 
' Pan joy, unbottoni*d in itiB 
And, in- a teropeft, can refle 
Can joy, iike thine, iecure ii 
Can )oy, like thine, meet act 
Or ope tke door to honeft poi 
Or talk with threatening deal 
In fuch a world, and foch a 
Are needful fundamentals of 
Thefe fundamentals give deli 
Delight, pure, delicate, and 
Delight, unihaken, mafculii: 
A conftant, and a found, bti 
Is joy die daughter of fev< 
It is :— yet far my dof^rine f 
•* Rejoice for ever :'' It beco 
Exalu, an^fets him nearer t 
** Rejoice for ever r' Naturt 
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saring pledge t her bowl is not the bcft 815 

;ind can boart,— ** A rational rcpaft j 
ertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, 
military difciplinc of thought, 

foil tiPiptation in the doubtful field ; 
id ever-waking ardor for the right,'''' Sj* 

hefe firft give, then guard, a chearful heart, • 
ht that is right, think little j well aware, 
: reafon bids, God bids ; by His command 
aggrandized, the fniallcit thing we do I 
, nothing is infipid to the wife j 835 

ice, infipid all, but wha^t is mad\ 
fcafon'd high, and tarting ftrong of guilt. 
Mad! (thou rcply'ft, with indignation firM) 

gnticnt fages proud to tread tlic fteps, 
ollow w/T/wr^"."— Follow nature dill, 84.O 

00k it be thine oivn ; Is confcience, then, 
irt of nature ? Is ftic not fufreme f 
\ regicide I O raifc her from the dead I 
, follow natui-e ; and refemble God. 
hen, fpitc of confcknce, pleafure is purfued, 845 
/ nature is utinatur^lly picas'd t 
what *s unnatural is painful too 
iteiTals, and muft dil^;uft ev'n Thcel 
i'aiJ thou know'ft j but not, perhaps, the caufe* 
e's fourtdations with the world*8 were laid ; 850 
en mixt her with our make, and twiil'cd clofc 
Ucrcd intcrefls with the llrings of life. 

breulcR her aweful mandate, fhocks himfclf, 
ietter fclf : and is it greater pain, 
»L. II. R Our 



Scnfe on the prefent only feec 
On paft, ^4 future^ forages 
Ti* hcTf , by rctroipe^ tjurc 
And forws^d /M¥f V ^at fcqi 
Cpqld human court* take vet 
Axet might ru^ and jrmckt 
Guardy then, thy n^M, and 
Lcjrenao I wilt thou never \ 
The man it deafi» who for \h 
|^ttr*d, by t\ie beating of hli 
With every hift* that wan ^ 
And fett him ^uite at variaa< 
Thyfelfy iirf^ kpoiw } thai L 
Of virtue fond* thit kindles 
AA(f, there is, as fond of r 
While every virtue wounds ii 
HumUty degrades it, j^fiia t 
Bleft bounty beggvt it, fMU t 
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Coftply, or 01^ ftlf-lovfc Mthtff, or bthd. « 885 

For what it vkif Se]f-l6ve in a tidftake : 
A poor blmd merchant l)1iying joyt too dear. 
And vtKtMif what ? 'TU ftlf-Iovc in her wits, 
Quite flcilfiil in fhe market of delight. 
Aelt-love'8 good fenfe is love «f that dread Power, (99 
From whoM heit^lf, and all /he cah enjoy. 
Other ftlf-loVe t* but difguisM ftlf-hate { 
More mortal ^an the malice of our foes s 
A ^If-hate, no*w, fcarce felt ; then felt full-fore, 
tf Ren beinfg, curd } extinction, loud implor'd $ 695 
And evdy tliihg preferrM to what we are. 

Yet tbu felf-loVe Lorenzo makes his choice : 
And, in thts choice triumphant, boaih of joy. 
How is his ^ant of happinefs betrayM, 
S3^difaffe£lion to the prefcnt hour 1 900 

Imagination Wanders far afield > 
The future pleafes t why f The prefent pains.^- 
•* But that 's ^fecret,"^ Yes which all men know; 
And know from Thee, dtTcoverM unawares. 
9try ceafelefs agitation, reftlefs roll 905 

From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paufe { 
What is it?— .'Tis the cradle of the foul, 
From inftM Tent, to rock her in difeafe, 
Which her phyfician, Reafoti^ will not cure. 
A poor expedient ! yet thy bed } and while 910 

It mitigates thy pain, it onvns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies 1 
The weak have remedies ; the wife have joy6» 
Superior wifUom is Aipcrior blifs, 

- ' R z And 
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Man's greateft ftrcngth is (hewn 
The firft fure fymptom of a min 
Is reft of heart, and pleafure fel 
Falfe pleafure from abroad her jc 
Rich frbm within, and felf-fufta 
The true is fixt, and folid as a r 
Slippery thtfalfcy and tofling, a 
'This, a \ViId wanderer on earth, 
Tbaty like the fabled, felf-enann 
Home -contemplation her fupremi 
She dreads an interruption from 
Smit with her own condition ; ai 
Intenfe ihe gazes, ftill it charms 
No man is happy, till he thinl 
There breathes not a more happ) 
Then envy dies, and love o'erflo 
And* love overflowing makes an ; 
Such ansrels. All- intltl*»f1 tn r/.n 
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11 their hearts kindle with divine delight ; 945 

r all their thoughts, like angels, fcen of old 
Ifraers dream, come from, and go to, heaven : 
ncc, arc they ftudious of fcqucftcr'd fcencs j 
hile noife, and dilTipation, comfort thee. 
Were all men happy, revelings would ccafe, 950 
lat opiate for inquietude within, 
•renzo 1 never man was truly blcft. 
It it composed, and gave him fuch a caft> 
i folly might miftake for want of joy. 
caft, unlike the triumph of the proud; 955 

modeft afpe6t, and a fmile at heart, 
for a joy from thy Philandcr*9 fpring ! 
fpring perennial, rifing in the breaft, 
nd permanent, as pure ! no turbid ftream 
r rapturous exultation, fwelling high ; 960 

^hich, like land -floods, impetuous pour a while, 
hen fmk at once, and leave us in the niirc. 
'hat does the man, who tranfient joy prefers ? 
^hat, but prefer the bubbles to the llream ? 
Vain are all fudden fallies of delight; 965 

jnvulfions of a weak, diltcmper'd joy. 
y *8 a fixt (late ; a tenure, not a ftart. 
lifs there is none, but tmprecarious blifs : 
hat is the gem : fell All, and purchafc That. 
^hy go a-bege;ing to contingencies, 970 

otgain'd with eafe, nor fafcly lov*d, if gain'd ? 
t good fortuitous, draw back, and paufe; 
ifpedl it ; what thou canft enfure, enjoy ; 
jid nought but what thou giv'ft thyfclf, is fare. 

R I Rcafon 



Thou art all anarchy } a mob of jo; 
Wage war> and perilh in inteftine bi 
Not the leaft promife of internal pea 
No bofom-comfort ! or unborrowed 
Thy thoughts are vagabond* ; All oi 
*Mid fands, and rocks> and ftorms, to < 
If gainM, dear-bought } and better n 
Much pain muft expiate what much 
Fancy f vindfenfey from an infe£led ( 
Thy cargo bring ; and peftilence th 
Then, fuch thy thirft (infatiabie thi 
By fond indulgence but inflamed th< 
Fancy ftill cruifes, when poor fenfe i 
Imagination is the Paphian fhop, 
Where feeble happinefs, like Vulcai 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark recefs; 
And hot as hell (which kindled the 
With wanton art. thofe fatal arrowf 
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In tbii it feen inltgiAadoA's guiit } 
Sift who caB c6urtt htrfitiiis f She hetrayt thee, xoo j 
To think in grandeur there is fomeflnng great. 
For worlts of cnriovi art, aiid antient famei 
Thy genius hungeri» elegantly pain'd \ 
And foreign cliniet ihftift cater for thy taft^. 
H^aioe> what difafter !— Though th« price was paid> loz^ 
That perfecuting pried, the Turk of Rome, 
Whofe foot (ye gods !) though cloven, xKtSt be ki^s*d» 
Detained thy dinner on the Latiah ihore ; 
(Such is the fate of honeft Proteftants t) 
i^ad poor magmficence 'w fburv^d to death. X015 

Hence juil reftntmentf, indignation, ire l<«-r 
Be pacify'dy if outward things are ^eat, 
nis magnanimity great things to fcorn i 
Pompous expences, and parades auguH, 
And courts, that infaiu<>ribuk (bil to peac^. rozb 

True happhiefs ne*er enterM at an eye ; 
True happinefs reiides in thingit nnfeen. 
Mo (miles oi fortumt ever bled* the bad, 
Nor can her ftth^t ibly iiUhcence of joys j 
1fhat\ts9t{ wanting, tH^^lfc crowns are poor : 102^ 

So tell his HoWtiffi, and be revengM. 

Pieafttr^ We both agree, is man^s chief good j 
Our only conteft, what dcr(c?rvc8 the name. 
Give fUafuris naWe to nbughti but what has pirft^d 
Th' authentic ftal of f'^^y&wC which, like Yoike, 103© 
DemurH on what it p»(2^s), and defies 
The toorii'of time; when paft, a pleafufeftiH ; 
Dearer on tiiatj lbvdi6r'fbr its age, 

R 4 And 



Arc rival joys contending for ihy c 
Confult thy <whoU exijlence, and be 
That oracle will put all duubt to il 
Short is the IclTon, though my lefti 
Be good — and let heaven anfwcr for 
Vet, with a Hgli o'er all nnankin< 
In this our day of proof, our land 
The gcoJ mau has his clouds that ii 
Clouds, that cbfcure his fubl unary 
But never cornficr : ev'n the heft mi 
PatuncCi and rcfigfiation^ are the p 
Of human pence on earth. The pi 
But tliofe of Seth not more remote 
Till this heroic Icftbn thou haft lear 
To frown at pUafuret and to fmile 
Fir'd at the prdfptil cf unclouded 
Heaven in reverfioii, like the fun, £ 
Beneath tlf horizon, chears us in t 
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«* And lays his labour level with the tuorUT* 

Themfelvcs men nnake their comment on mankind j 
And .think nought //, but what they find at home: 
Thus, wcakncfs to chirascra turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the Mule prcfcrib'd. 
* Above, Lorenzo faw the man of earth, 
The mortal man \ and wretched was the fight. 1070 
To bialancc that, to comfort, and exalt. 
Now fee the man immortal : him, I mean, 
Who lives as fuch ; whofe heart, full-bent on heaven^ 
Leans all that way, his bias to the ftars. 
The world's dark fhades, in contrail fct, tfhallraife 1075 
His luftre more ; though bright, without a foil : 
Obferve his aweful portrait, and admire 5 
Nor ftop at wonder ) imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing lefs than angel can exceed ! 1080 

A man on earth devoted to the fkies ; 
Like (hips in feas, while in, abo*ve the world. 

With afpeft mild, and elevated eye, 
Behold him feated on a mount ferene. 
Above the fogs of fenfe, and fajfion's ftorm j 1085 

All the black cares, and tumults, of this life^ 
Like harmlcfs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genuine fons, the fceptrcd, and the (lave, 
A mingled mob ! a wanderiiig herd ! he fees, X090 
Bewflder'd in the vale ; in all unlike 1 
His full revcrfe in all ! what higher praife ? 

What 
• In a former Night, 



TbtirSi the f ce of /! Jfir Iclidti 

////» the composed pwu«««va of the /rs 
Alike throughout k i^Af confiftnit pn 
All of one coiottr, and to even threa 
While party-colour*d flireda of happi 
With hideout gape between, pateh V] 
A madnun*8 robej each puiF oiy#ni 
The tatteri by, and ihewt their nake( 
He fees with other eyct than tbmrn 
Behold zfun^ be fpiet a Deity \ 
What makes tbem only finile, maizes 
where tbey fee mountamSf be but a/on 
An empire f in bis balance^ weight a , 
They things terreftrial woHhip, at div 
His hopes immortal blow them by, a 
That dims his fight, and Shortens his 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe all 
Titles and honours (if they prove hii 
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tear be Mdt bit iiMMNAy to MfMt 

tcff't iwlfom, MP hu ngki invftdci 

interefty Ukt a liooi Hv«f on prty^ ii%s 

cindle at iht fliadow of a wnmg f 

g hi foiUint with temper,, look* on hcicvtii^ 

oops to think hit injvKer hit lac ) 

It, but what wounds hit vtftue^ woundt hit peace*. 

er*d heart /(^nr charaller defenda } 1130^ 

er*d heart dinsis him half hit pratib* 

nakedneffl. hit innoceneeagfieeai. 

tbeir broad foliage teftifiet their fUl. 
no joys end* where Bis Ml feaft begint t 
y% crioity Thiirs murder, fiiture blUt. 1:1.39; 
umph in exiftence, his alone ; 
'is alone, triumphantly, to think 
ue exiftence it not yet begun, 
onoua coucTe wat, yefterday, complbte^ 
, then, was welcome | yet lifte ftill it fweet. 114111 

nothing charmt LoKnao^ like the firm, 
inted breafl*«-And whoie ia that higb-praifef 
ield.to plcafnix, though th^ danger brave, 
lew no fortitude, but in the field) 
-e they (hew it, *ta8 for glory>ibewn j 114^ 

ill that cordial always maatbiir hearts, 
iiai his fuftains, that cannot-, fail^ 
afure imfubdued, unhroke by pain^ 
res in that Omnipotence he trufts. 
aring, all -attempting, till he falls ; 1x50^ 

'hen he falls, writea VI CI on his ihieU* 
nagnanimity, aliy>ar above^ 

From> 



The root dillVil, nor Nvonder at they 
He tollows n?.ture (not like • thee) aj 
An uninverteJ fytteni of a man. 
His appetite wears reafons golden ch 
And linds, in due rcftraint, its luxu 
His paJfioHy like an eagle well rcclaii 
Is taught to fly at nought, but Infin 
Patient his kcpCy un-anxious is his d 
His caution fearlcfs, and his^i^ (i: 
The gods ordain) a ftranger to defpa 
And why ? — Becaufe, aife^ion, moi 
His wildom leaves not difengag'd fr< 
Thofe fecondary goods that fmile on 
He, loving in proportioM, loves in pi 
They moll the world enjoy, who lea 
His unJcrJianding 'icapes the commo 
Of fumes, arjling from a boiling br 
His head is clear, becaufe his heart i 
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Thus, in a double fcnfc, the good are wife j 
On its own dunghill, wifer than the world. 
What, then, the world ? It muft be doubly weak; 
Strange truth I as foon would they believe their Creed* 

Yet thus it is $ nor otherwife can be 5 
So far from aught romantic, what I fmg. 
Blifs has no being, virtue has no ftrength, 
Bur from the profpeft of immortal life. 
Who think earth all, or (what weighs juft the fame) 1x9^ 
Who care no farther, muft prize what it yields j 
Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades.' 
Who thinks earth nothing, can't its charms admire ; 
He can't a foe, though moil malignant, hate, 
Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. '195 
"Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft 
Good- will to men ?) to love their deareft friend j 
For may not he invade their goodfupreme^ 
Where the lead jealoufy turns love to gall ? 
All ihines to themy that for a feafon ihines* 1200 

Eacha6l, each thought, i6^queftion8, •* What its weight* 
" Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence ?''— 
And what it there appears, he deems it »0<u;. 
Hence, pure are the receifes of his fouK . 
The god-like man has nothing to conceal. I105 

His virtue, conftitutionally deep. 
Has habitus iirmnefs, and affeBMs flame \ 
Angeh, ally'd, dcfcend to feed the fire \ 
And deaths which others flays, makes him a god. 

And now, Lorenzo I bigot of this world ! 12 10 

Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by heaven I 

Stand 



Swells mfflTy «nd rifes i «r to the 
By promife nowj and» l>y poflcflion, 
{Too fowy too mmcby itcaiwotbe) 1 

From diis thy juft mnmhUatim rife 
Lorenzo ! rife to fimetkingy \j replj 
Tke world, thy client, l4Aen», and 
And longs to cvown tbtt with imm< 
€^W^ thou be fiknt ? No ; for ^t i 
And wit talks mt^, when hi^ ihe li 
And nnr^ intemipts not her career 
She '11 Czy^-'That mifls ah^e the mo 
Andy with a thoufand pleafantries. 
She Ml fparklc, puzzle, flutter, raift 
And fly conriftion, in the dot (he i 

Wit, how delicious to man's dain 
*Tis precious, as the vehicle of finj 
But, as its fubftitute, a dire difeafe 
Pernicious tiAtMt ( flaftw'd Hv fh^ v 
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For thy reiUBiw^y 't were wcH, wu thU tibe worft j 

Chance often hid it ; and* to piqve thee morf» 

•See dulUufii himidArag on viwitic8» 

fhalLes her fage hfa(i 9t the ealamity, 2145 

Which has expof *d9 a^ Ui her down to thee. 

But nuifdom^ aweful wifdopi ! which infpe£i89 

Difcerns, compafi^ay wcighft, ieparatety infert^ 

Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft } 

£Eo«^ rare ! in fenateti fynodsy ibiigl|t in vain \ is 59 

Or if /;&/r« foundy 'tis facred to i^tffw \ 

While a lewd prqflitute to multitude«» 

Frequent, as fatal, <wit : in civil Ufea 

iTit makes a^ enterprifcr } fijafit, 4 man. 

M^ h^Ui% authority} commotion loves, 1955 

And thinks herfelf the lightning of the fiorqi* 

tnjfates, 'tis dangerous} in rsiigMu de^th i 

Shill wit turn CViftian, wh«n the dull Msvt^ 

Senfe is our helmet^ «wit is hMt the pH^nt i 

Xhf^piitme exposes, ^« our i&4iMl faMCt. ii4t 

Seafe is the diamoiMl» weighty, foUd, fqupdi 

When cut by <«^'4, it cafts a brighter btam i 

Vet, oi/if apart, it is a difimond ftiU. 

IF?/, widow'd of goo4k/mfi»f ts woriis tiun Bought ; 

It tipifts n^oie ii^il to r«n. againil a.rock* 1265 

Thus^ a balf-OwtefAM ia. quite a fool ; 

Whom dull foojg A^>ro, mid Ueft their w>iat of wiL 

How rui^iyji tbr roicli I warn thee ihup> 
Where Syrens (t, t^ fing ihie to thy ffile I 
Aie^> in whj(;b ou|| ,nwi/jwJ>f i»r« no. pm^ isr« 

It but ^JmmM lidUttfi tin jfcAi^p« 

Let 



She gives "but little, nor 
There is I grant, a trin 
A dance of fpirits, a mc 
Our tbougbtUfs agitation's 
That mantles high, that 1 
Leaving the foul roore yap 
An animal ovation I fuch 
No commerce with onr rea^ 
On fuices, through the weL 
A nice machine ! feared eve 
And when it jars— thy Syre 
Thy dance is done j the den 
(Short apotheofis !) bcneatl: 
In coward gloom immefsM, 
Art thou yet dull enough < 
And ftartle at deftru^lion ? 
Accept a buckler, take it tc 
(A field of battle-**-' 
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rh' inverted pyramid can never ftand. 

Is this truth doubtful f It outihines the fun ( 
^ay> the fun (hines not« but to ihew us this, 
The fingle leflfon of mankind on earth. ' 1305 

And yet-^et, what P No news 1 mankind is mad } 
Such mighty numbers lift againft the right, 
[And what can*t numbers, when bewitched, atchieve!) 
They talk themfelves to fomething like belief. 
That all earth's joys are theirs : As Athens' fool i3i# 
Srinn'd from tlie port, on every fail his own. 

They grin ; but wherefore ? and how long the laugh ? 
flalf ignotance, their mirth 3 and half, a lye ; 
To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they fjkdlt. 
isucd either taflc ! The moft abandoned own, 1315 
that others, if abandoned, are undone } 
Then, for themfelves, the moment reajwt wakes. 
And Providence denies it long repofe) 
D how laborious is their gaiety I 
rhey fcai*ce can fwallow their ebullient fpleen, t^zo 
icarce mufter patience to fupport the farce, 
Vnd pump fad laughter till the curtain falls. 
scarce, did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out ; 
)ft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
\jid (hew us ijubat their joy, by their defpair. 2315 

The clotted hair ! gor'd breaft 1 blafpheming eye ! 
ts impious fury ftill alive in death ! 
»hut, (hut the (hocking fcene.— But heaven denies 
\. cover to fuch guilt ) and fo (hould ihan. 
•00k round, Lorenzo! fee the reeking blade, 2339 
rh* invcnom'd phial, and tht fatal ball ^ 
rV9L» II, S Tl'/ 



Th,. '"""to thorn 

That vouch rte truth/ 

" make hjfli «,,„ ^ 
J^I-^MproTpeai^:;^ 
y^^n thrones ethereal « j 

Tj^ou/hte/-'^*''^'''-. 
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Mfor need you bluHi (though fometimes your defigna 

May fhun the light) at your defigns on heaven t 

Sole point I where over-bajhful is your blame* 

Are you not oui/i ^— You know you arc : Yet hear 1 365 

One truth, amid your numerous fchemes, miHaid, 

OV ovcrlookM, or thrown afide, if i'een j 

•* Our fchcmes to plan by this world, or the nextp 

" Is the folt difference between wiic and fool/' 

All *worthy men will weigh you in this Icaic j 1370 

What wonder then, if tbty pix>nounce you iigbt ? 

Is their efleem alone not worth your care ? 

Accept my funple fcheme of coKimon fenfi t 

Thus, fave your fame, and make /ovi worlds your own. 

The world replies not 5— but the vrQv\Apet'JiJis\ 1375 
And puts the cauft off to the longjcft day» 
Planning evafions fur the day of doom. 
So far, at that re-hearing, from redrefs, 
They then turn njuitnejes againft thenjl'elves x 
Hear that, Lorensjo ! nor be wife to-morrow. 1380 
Hikfte, haftel A man, by nature, is in hailej 
For who (hall ani'wcr for another hour ? 
*Ti8 highly prudent, to make one (wy^ friend j 
And that thou canll not do, this fide the dues. 

• Vefons of earth 1 (nor fwilUng to be more !) 13 85 
Since 'v^fc you think from prieftcraft Ibmcwhat free, 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the Mule plain truths 
(Truths.which,at church, you might have heard in profc) 
Has ventured into light} well-pleas'd^he vcrfe 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain j 1 390 

S a And 




Devoted /«^,,^^^ 
Go,noWyp«,^rf^ 
^'jAe a double death 

]^''«' thou art dead; i„ 

A"dbo;dWarp|,emerofI, 

Pr,,^ ""^^^^ around li 
Are all, then, fooJ. > 

The mother of true wffd 
^«'>oMeft,W/,^,37^« 

j-«a„drc.e;:;;',n: 
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